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OUR VISIT TO THE DESERT. 


CONSTANTINE. 


NE of the most interesting and amus- 
ing episodes in our many Mediterra- 
nean and North African wanderings was 
a visit to the Sahara. Although we pen- 
etrated but a short distance into the Great 
Desert, we were there introduced to as- 
pects of Nature and to phases of life 
wholly new and strange to us. 
We had been spending the winter in 
Algiers, and were unwilling to return to 
Europe without seeing something more 





of the African continent. When, there- 
fore, the sunny winter gave place to still 
more sunny spring, we set out upon our 
travels—first, eastward by sea to Philippe- 
ville, and then southward to the desert. 
The French colony of Algeria, as ev- 
ery one knows, stretches along the Afri- 
can coast from Morocco to Tunis, and 
from the Mediterranean southward to 
the desert. It is divided into three prov- 
inces—Oran, Algiers and Constantine, 
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the central one being the most important 
and that from which the whole country 
takes its name. From either of these 
provinces it is possible to penetrate in- 
land to the Sahara, but this is done most 
easily from the eastern settlement, Con- 
stantine. We therefore made choice of 
this route, and on a bright morning early 
in April started from Algiers for Philippe- 
ville. The voyage along the coast af- 
fords some glimpses of fine scenery. The 
Bay of Bougie especially, surrounded as 
it is by lofty mountains, part of the Atlas 
range, is extremely picturesque. As the 
steamers, however, only remain a few 
hours at each of the stopping - places, 
there is scarcely time fully to enjoy the 
varied and charming views. It seemed 
to us as if a vast diorama had passed be- 
fore us, leaving on the mind not an in- 
delible picture, but a mere shadowy out- 
line of headlands and bays, rocky prom- 
ontories and sunny sloping shores. With 
the exception of the port of Algiers, there 
is, properly speaking, no harbor on this 
part of the African coast: there are only 
open roadsteads, where, exposed to the 
full roll of the sea, vessels ride uncom- 
fortably at anchor. The journey is in 
consequence rather trying: nevertheless, 
we had not long reached terra firma be- 
fore we acknowledged ourselves amply 
compensated for the fatigues. and little 
unpleasant accompaniments of the sea- 
voyage. 

Philippeville offers to the traveller no 
great attractions. Its situation is pretty, 
and it possesses some Roman remains, 
the examination of which may occupy 
pleasantly and profitably enough the 
unavoidable interval between the land- 
ing and the start for the South. After 
resting but one night, we set out for Con- 
stantine, the capital of the province of 
that name. There is nothing whatever 
of interest between the sea and the city 
—nothing till you arrive within sight of 
Constantine itself. Then, indeed, when 
from the plain below you get your first 
view of the town, perched like an eagle's 
nest upon its rocky height, you can at 
once realize the appropriateness of its 
singular name—‘ the City in the Air.” 
It is so high above you it seems midway 
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between earth and heaven. Its situation 
is indeed unique and most strangely pic- 
turesque. Security must have been the 
chief motive for the selection of such a 
site, and certainly few cities present more 
formidable barriers to the advance of a 
foe. The plateau of rock upon which 
the town is built forms a kind of penin- 
sula, inaccessible on all sides except one, 
and there the ascent is long and steep, as 
we found to our cost each time we de- 
scended to the level of the valley. This 
plateau is joined to the rest of the table- 
land as by an isthmus: at all other points 
it is surrounded by a profound chasm, 
through which flows the river Roumel 
—a chasm so deep and narrow that it 
is only when quite near it you become 
aware of its existence. For the sake 
of internal safety a wall has been built 
round the top of the precipice, and at 
certain points you may look over this 
parapet, sheer down some ten or twelve 
hundred feet, into an abyss fit only to be 
the habitation of the owls, bats, and birds 
of prey which frequentitssolitudes. There 
seems no resting- place for any wingless 
creature: thus the strange birds which 
haunt the wild recesses of the rocks do 
so in perfect security, and their- varied 
cries, along with the roar of the water, 
are the only sounds that issue from be- 
low. The mysterious gloom is indescri- 
bable, and the look down into the depths 
fills one with awe; and yet this singular 
view is obtained from the very town it- 
self, from the courts and windows of the 
houses. , 

If, however, you would see this won- 
derful gorge to perfection, you must go 
down into it and find your way to the 
little path which skirts the stream along 
a portion of its course. First, descend to 
the foot of the rock, where the river rushes 
out of the ravine with a mighty leap, 
forming a cascade some four hundred 
feet in height, and you are at once over- 
whelmed by the grandeur of the scene, 
and all the poetry in your nature is stir- 
red. From this point you may proceed 
for some distance along the water-side 
above the fall. Below you roars the 
foaming cataract, thundering downward 
and filling the whole air with its white 
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spray. Above, on either side, are lofty, 
precipitous rocks, the crests of which are 
crowned by buildings. This is the town 
as seen from beneath. No wonder it is 
called “the City in the Air.” 

As you advance the chasm narrows. 
You must walk with caution, stepping 
lightly from rock to rock, till presently 
you come in sight of a lofty arch, which, 
spanning the river from side to side, 
forms a gigantic natural bridge joining 
the opposite sides of the gorge. Noth- 
ing in Nature ever moved me more than 
the first view of that magnificent arch. 
With something of the proportions of a 
cathedral roof it rises above you in mas- 
sive grandeur, showing beyond, through 
the opening, a line of sky, and then an- 
other cavern-like arch. We could not 
penetrate farther, and no daylight issued 
from this second opening. It looked like 
the mysterious entrance into an under- 
ground world, the portal of Hades, and 
in the excitement produced by the nov- 
elty of the scene our surprise could 
scarcely have been increased had some 
of the shades from the realms of dark- 
ness glided out from amid the gloom, or 
if Charon’s boat had appeared to row us 
over the ferry. Overhead the hawks and 
eagles circled round, and with hoarse 
cries appeared to express their anger at 
the intrusion of man into these wilds sa- 
cred to them. Altogether, the scene is 
full of strange, awe-inspiring beauty. In 
the Alps and elsewhere we have, per- 
haps, beheld grander scenery, but nev- 
er more impressive. 

The town of Constantine has not 
much to commend it as a place of resi- 
dence. It is neither clean nor well 
built, while sights and smells the re- 
verse of agreeable are constantly dis- 
tressing the optic and olfactory nerves. 
And yet there are perhaps ‘few places 
where an artist could find more charm- 
ing subjects for his pencil—curious bits of 
architecture mingling with Nature in its 
most beautiful and grandest aspects, fine 
touches of brilliant color, and quaint 
winding streets and bazaars,—every- 
where the picturesque. Filth and con- 
fusion, indeed, but still it is the very 
confusion that an artist loves. 
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The people are a mixture of French, 
Arabs and Jews. Of the first nothing 
need be said: they are the same every- 
where. The second are similar in type 
to the Arabs and Moors of the capital ; 
but the last, the Jews, do not at all re- 
semble the specimens of the favored 
race we have been accustomed to meet 
with in Europe, They are mostly hand- 
some, many of them fair, the women 
being particularly gay and picturesque 
in costume, wearing, when in gala-dress, 
bright-colored, gold-bespangled scarfs 
hanging over their heads and shoulders. 
Altogether, we thought it the brightest 
and most graceful female attire we had 
ever seen. But the most charming of 
all are the children. We saw groups of 
a perfectly ideal beauty playing upon the 
doorsteps and dust-heaps—little rosy- 
cheeked, fair or auburn-haired things, 
a striking contrast to the sallow Arab 
races. In thus seeing that fair and 
auburn hair is not at all uncommon 
among the Jews of the East, we for the 
first time understood why the old mas- 
ters gave to Christ the complexion gene- 
rally found in their paintings. Certain- 
ly, the Jewish children of Constantine 
would make most lovely studies for the 
genre painter, and we all regretted that 
we could not carry away with us some 
enduring souvenir of that which had 
charmed us so much. 

But, however picturesque the country, 
and however interesting the town and 
people, we cannot always linger here. 
Our destination is the desert. Thus, 
therefore, after a few days spent in alter- 
nate wonder and admiration, we once 
again set out on our southward course, 
resolved to indemnify ourselves on our 
return journey by making a longer stay 
amidst the beautiful and extremely sin- 
gular scenery of the Roumel. 

Our next resting-place was Batna, a 
small French town situated on the ele- 
vated ground—nearly four thousand feet 
above the level of the sea—between the 
Mediterranean and the Sahara. We had 
to make the journey thither by diligence 
and by night, and we were surprised to 
find how cold an African night can be 
even in April. There was a hard frost, 
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and just before entering Batna we pass- 
ed under an aqueduct from which hung 
down a fringe of enormous icicles. The 
following day, on the still higher ground 
at the celebrated cedar forest, which 
forms an interesting excursion from 
Batna, we found deep snow. During 
the day the sun shone out bright and 
powerful, but the nights continued to 
hold the forest frost-bound. 

At Batna we met with a party of gen- 
tlemen, one of whom we had known 
slightly in Algiers; and they, like our- 
selves, were bound for Biskra. This 
complicated matters, as it was under- 
stood that the accommodation at the oa- 
sis was of a somewhat scanty descrip- 
tion. They were three; and we were 
four—altogether, a party of six gentle- 
men and one lady. We telegraphed 
from Batna to ascertain whether or not 
we could all get rooms. Our despair 
may be imagined when we received the 
answer: one of the little hotels was 
closed, and the other could only offer us 
two rooms. Two rooms for seven peo- 
ple! What was to be done? We could 
not—or rather would not—retrace our 
steps at this stage, and thus give up the 
very object of our journey; so we re- 
solved to go on at all risks and take our 
chance. 

The evening before we started on our 
somewhat adventurous journey, as we 
sat chatting round the fire, I could not 
help giving vent to my feelings. The 
desert! Was it possible? I felt myself 
on the eve of something momentous. 
It was an event in my life, a something 
never to be forgotten. A smile played 
upon the faces of my companions, and 
next day, when, utterly worn and weary, 
I could with difficulty take an interest 
in anything around me, they were very 
ready to banter me about “the event in 
my life.” 

It was not without serious misgivings 
that we took our places in the great lum- 
bering vehicle which travels twice a week 
between Batna and the oasis. Nothing 
but a heavy, strongly-built conveyance 
could stand the jolting of such a jour- 
ney ; and in order to accomplish it at all 
within the day it is necessary to start be- 
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tween two and three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. Now, if there is one thing more 
than another likely to damp one's en- 
thusiasm, it is turning out ‘at such an 
untimely hour. We all felt this as we 
wended our way through the cold, dark 
streets to the diligence-office ; and as we 
were trundled down the steep hill lead- 
ing out of the town, bumping from side 
to side, it was some time before we could 
recover our spirits or stir up again an ex- 
citement worthy of the occasion. 

On the route between Batna and El 
Kantra—‘‘the Mouth of the Desert ’— 
there is little of interest. It is a weary 
journey, over roads either badly made 
or not made at all, through a bare, bar- 
ren, bleak, uncultivated country. One 
wonders, in passing through such an in- 
hospitable region, at finding so many re- 
mains of the Roman occupation. What 
could have induced such a people to 
penetrate so far into the wilds of Africa? 
There is no evidence of the land ever 
having been more productive or more 
attractive than it is at present; and yet 
at Lambessa, a few miles from Batna, 
you find the ruins of a once great and 
magnificent Roman city, while even as 
far south as Biskra itself there are still 
to be seen relics of this great conquer- 
ing nation of antiquity. 

But to return to El] Kantra. Here we 
found a little hotel kept by French peo- 
ple, and here the diligence stopped for 
breakfast. It was about ten o'clock, and 
whata change! The heat was broiling, 
and the dry, arid rocks told of an ap- 
proach to the desert. In effect, the Pass 
of El Kantra is the entrance to what is 
called “the Little Desert;’’ hence its 
name, ‘Mouth of the Desert.” 

At this point the valley seems com- 
pletely shut in by a mountainous barrier 
of rugged rock. On advancing, howev- 
er, a few steps farther, the great jagged 
rocks, which appeared a compact mass, 
divide, and, like the transformation- 
scene in a pantomime, the oasis of El 
Kantra, which is situated immediately 
south of the pass, lies before you. The 
opening is so narrow that it affords but 
room for the road and the stream, which 
is crossed by a bridge of Roman con- 
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struction, restored by the late emperor 
Napoleon. It is therefore only when 
close upon it, when actually within the 
pass, that you become aware of the sin- 
gularly beautiful scene beyond.* 

On each side the great mountain- 
masses rise, picturesque, even fantastic, 
in outline. The heights are inaccessible 
to any foot but those of the goat and 
goatherd. We were astonished at see- 
ing a troop of goats wending their way 
upward, for to our eyes there seemed 
not even the remotest trace of vegeta- 
tion upon the rocks; and indeed the 
poor things looked as if with them ex- 
istence were truly ‘‘a struggle,” out of 
which little could be gained by natural 
selection. 

Hungry as we were on arriving at El 
Kantra after our long ride, we could 
scarcely take time to breakfast, but hur- 
ried on in advance of the diligence to 
get our first view of the mysterious land 
beyond the mountain-range. The stream 
which here descends from the hills to the 
plain causes the desert, if not “to blos- 
som like a rose,” to become at this point 
a rich and beautiful oasis. Here, for the 
first time, we saw the date-palm in full 
luxuriance. In the neighborhood of Al- 
giers there are many fine trees, but the 
fruit never thoroughly ripens there. 

For upward of a mile after passing 
through the mountain- gorge we skirted 
the oasis. It is surrounded by a mud- 
built wall, and half hidden among the 
palms we could discern the mud-built 
cottages and mosque belonging to the 
Arab village. On the other side of our 
route we observed a forest of upright 
stones, rough and unhewn. This was 
the last resting - place of the people of 
the desert, and a sad and lonely sight 
an Arab burial-place is, dreary even amid 
the utter desolation around. 

Now and then as we advanced we met 
troops of camels with their owners going 
northward to the Tell, or cultivated lands, 
carrying with them their wives and other 
goods and chattels. Or, again, we would 


* [For the use of the wood-cut presenting a view 
of the oasis of El Kantra we are indebted to the kind- 
ness of Mr. John Murray of Albemarle street, Lon- 
don.—Eb. ] 
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come upon the huge bleached carcass of 
one of those all-important beasts of bur- 
den, which had fallen on one of its weary 
journeysand left its bones to whiten upon 
the sand. Or we would see in the dis- 
tance a hyena or jackal prowling about 
in search of more recent dead. 

Everything was so novel and strange 
to us that for a long time pleasure and 
excitement prevented our yielding to, or 
even feeling, fatigue. As, however, the 
day advanced and the heat became more 
and more intolerable, as the glare blind- 
ed us and the dust half smothered us, 
again our spirits sank and the pleasure 
of “this event in life’’ assumed a doubt- 
ful hue. Even when the spirit is willing 
the flesh is weak, and we were beginning 
to feel thoroughly worn out when the dil- 
igence pulled up on the top of the range 
of hills which divides the Little Desert 
from the Sahara proper. 

At last we beheld it—the Great Desert! 
“The sea! how like the sea!” we all ex- 
claimed ; and indeed there it lay like a 
vast expanse of calm ocean. The slopes 
of the hills upon which we stood appear- 
ed like the shore, and those distant black- 
gray spots surrounded by a seeming blue, 
so wonderfully like islands in the ocean, 
were the oases of the Ziban, encircled by 
the great sea of sand, the desert. It isa 
view never to be forgotten—such light! 
such color! such calm loveliness ! 

Fatigue, discomfort, difficulties, all 
alike were forgotten; self. seemed lost 
in the magic of the scene; and it was 
with straining eyes and beating hearts 
that we rattled down the declivity to 
Biskra, the largest, richest and most 
important of this group of oases. But 
here again our troubles commenced. 
This journey seemed fated to be, like 
the journey of life itself, a series of ups 
and downs, calculated to fully exercise all 
our strength and philosophy. It was no 
joke to find ourselves in the desert, after 
a drive of fifteen hours, without a resting- 
place for our wearied bodies or a dinner 
to restore our failing strength and spirits. 
One hotel, we found, was indeed shut up, 
and in the other they had only two close, 
wretched-looking rooms to offer us—one 
with two, and one with three, beds. We 
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were very reluctant to accept these ; and, | and six gentlemen, be thus accommo- 
after all, how could seven persons, alady | dated? Mr. M——and I determined to 
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we could not find an “open sesame”’ to | the landlord and landlady, were the sole 
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ble, they said: they dared not admit us, 
as in consequence of a quarrel with the 
authorities their license had been taken 
from them. At last our importunity tri- 
umphed. On appealing to their human- 
ity in our most pathetic and touching 
French, they said if we could get a writ- 
ten permission from the commandant- 
supérieur for them to open their hotel, 
they would do the best they could for us. 
We had no resource but to beat up the 
officer’s quarters, which, under the con- 
duct of an Arab guide, we soon reached. 
The servant who answered our summons 
said, “‘ Monsieur le Commandant was. at 
dinner.’’ Politeness, however, was at this 
stage of the proceedings out of the ques- 
tion ; so we coolly replied that he must 
leave his dinner and come to speak with 
alady. Wewere not long kept waiting, 
and were most kindly and pleasantly re- 
ceived, the commandant giving us at once 
a note to M. Bourguignon requesting him, 
as a personal favor, to do all he could to 
make us comfortable, adding, with true 
French politeness, that he only regretted 
that in his bachelor quarters he had not 
himself accommodation to offer us. 

Thus, one more of our troubles was 
happily ended, and in a wonderfully short 
space of time we found ourselves refresh- 
ing exhausted Nature with an excellent 
dinner, waited upon by our jolly land- 
lord, who constantly assured us that we 
should be very comfortable, “car on 
mange trés bien a Biskra.” 

It is only on becoming acquainted with 
scenes and people which we have been 
in the habit of picturing to ourselves that 
we realize how feeble a power is the im- 
agination. We found here everything 
so different from the creations of our 
fancy. My idea of an oasis, for exam- 
ple, had been a clump of trees, a spring 
of water and a little verdure. Here we 
found one several miles in length, and 
with sixty thousand palm trees, a con- 
siderable population, a market and a 
fort. Biskra is, however, the largest and 
finest of the group of oases which stud 
this part ofthe desert. It is the place 
of residence of the caid and the chief 
seat of Arab commerce. 

By the time we had dined it was al- 
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ready too dark to commence explora- 
tions. It was only the next morning, 
when we rose refreshed and rested, that 
we began to take in the various details 
of the new and singular life to which we 
were being introduced. 

First, as to our hotel. It consisted of 
a row of small, self-contained houses 
forming two sides of a square. One of 
these little dwellings was the dining- 
room, another the kitchen, and the oth- 
ers respectively the guests’ sleeping- 
chambers, a separate house being al- 
lotted to each. In the centre of the 
square there was a charming garden, 
where roses, sweet-peas and most of our 
summer flowers were blooming in full 
luxuriance. Then, in the early season, 
when the springs give out their fertilizing 
moisture and the sun has not yet attain- 
ed its full scorching power, the garden is 
one mass of beauty and blossom: later 
in the year everything becomes parched 
and dried up, scarcely a blade remain- 
ing. In the middle of the garden there 
was a bower overgrown with creepers 
and shaded by a thick matting. This 
formed our saloon and reception-room, 
and here we took our coffee, the gentle- 
men smoked their cigars and we chat- 
ted over our adventures and prospects. 
Our rooms, or little houses, all opened 
on the garden; and never can we forget 
the charm of unclosing our door in the 
early morning. What a flood of light 
and freshness and fragrance rushed in 
upon us while we dressed and prepared 
for the business of the day! Our apart- 
ment had a bare stone floor, its furni- 
ture consisted of two beds, two chairs 
and a deal table—nothing could have 
been more simple —yet this little nest 
in the desert appeared to us about the 
nearest imaginable approach to an earth- 
ly paradise. How we congratulated our- 
selves upon having had the courage to 
leave the dingy rooms at the other ho- 
tel to our travelling companions, and to 
force an entrance into this sweet spot! 
Our hosts, too, seemed delighted and 
most happy at having guests in their 
house once more. 

Every morning we rose at five, took 
tea in our arbor before six, and then 
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till ten, when we returned to breakfast. | the garden, and did the dole far niente 


sallied out to explore and photograph | ments, or, if not too hot, to the shade of 
Then we retired either to our own apart- | till the sun had passed the zenith and 
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had begun to sink in the west. Then, | ing in time for a six-o’clock dinner; af- 
again, on foot or donkey-back, we visit- | ter which, the room usually becoming 
ed the different parts of the oasis, return- | insufferably hot, we once more sought 
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our open-air drawing-room and took our 
evening coffee by the light of the stars. 

Mere existence in such an atmosphere 
is bliss. One does not seem to breathe, 
as at home, machine-like, just what is 
necessary for the maintenance of life, 
but, exhilarated with the pureness and 
freshness, one drinks in long breaths of 
pleasure. It would be difficult to give an 
idea of the charm of our morning and 
evening rambles—the delicious shade, 
the beautiful light and shadow, the sweet 
wafts of warm aromatic fragrance, the re- 
freshing murmur of the numberless run- 
lets of water—everything so calm, so full 
of dreamy beauty. 

What the Nile is to Egypt, the stream 
which flows here is to Biskra. By consid- 
erable labor it has been made to mean- 
der among the palms in numerous tiny 
canals, thus by an elaborate system of 
irrigation causing the barren soil of the 
desert to become fertile and bring forth 
fruit. Everywhere the little runlets are 
led round the very roots of the trees, for 
the palm, it is said, loves to have its head 
in the fire and its feet in the water. Here 
and there even a few cereals are extract- 
ed from the unwilling soil. At the time 
of our visit, in April, it was harvest-time, 
and the husbandman was busy gathering 
in his little store. The date-harvest, which 
constitutes the chief wealth of the district, 
does not take place till October. 

Besides the town proper and the fort, 
there is at Biskra a negro village, while 
scattered throughout the oasis there are 
numerous mud - built mosques and cot- 
tages, which contrast charmingly with 
the tropical vegetation and add greatly 
to the picturesque beauty of the scene. 
In addition to these abodes of the settled 
population, there are also groups of real 
black Arab tents, which form the habita- 
tions of the more nomadic races. These 
are here to-day and away to-morrow, car- 
rying all their possessions with them. The 
troops of Arabs we had met en route be- 
longed to these wandering tribes, and 
were going to the Tell country for sum- 
mer pasturage. While we were at Biskra 
there was a wedding in one of these dingy 
black tents, and a very queer place it 
seemed to us to bring a bride to; nev- 
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ertheless, she was conducted thither in 
triumph, riding upon a mule, while the 
Arabs in front of the tent fired a feu-de- 
joie amid the most noisy demonstrations 
of welcome and rejoicing. 

Within the town there are several 
streets, some large open places, and a 
covered market-hall, where a brisk trade 
is daily carried on, large quantities of 
dates, small quantities of grain, cutlery 
—knives and daggers with roughly-hewn 
wooden sheaths — primitive musical in- 
struments, embroidered leather caps, 
straps, tobacco-pouches, etc., being ex- 
posed in the various stalls. Altogether, 
a singular medley, and quite unlike any 
European market. 

The wild music of the tom-tom, a prim- 
itive Arab drum, seemed to us never to 
cease at Biskra. At night, when we re- 
tired to rest, it was drumming in our ears, 
and in the morning, when we awoke, its 
monotonous tones still floated on the 
air. At all hours of the day and night 
the cafés are frequented by pleasure-seek- 
ers. Hence the incessant drumming, as 
the music of the tom-tom seems to be an 
indispensable adjunctto Arab enjoyment. 

Once or twice we made a round of 
the cafés, and very grim and solemn the 
entertainment appeared to us. In one, 
for example, which was crowded with 
tall grave men calmly puffing at their 
pipes and sipping their coffee, we found 
a danseuse performing —a tall female 
figure, who glided and swayed about in 
the mazes of a strange dance, while the 
musician sat cross-legged in a corner of 
the room playing the inevitable tom-tom. 
This Arab danseuse was as unlike our 
performers of the ballet as she well could 
be. Her clothing. was a loose flowing 
drapery, which fell from her shoulders 
to her heels, while instead of agility of 
motion or sprightliness there was noth- 
ing but a dreamy gliding, a kind of som- 
nambulistic movement, apparently with- 
out plan or purpose, but not without a 
certain grace. In another café two chil- 
dren were pulling each other about in a 
less graceful and equally meaningless 
dance; while in a third we found a pro- 
| fessional story-teller holding forth in earn- 
| est tonesto agroupgatheredclosely round . 
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him. From the looks of the spectators it 


expedition. 


Never can we forget the 


was impossible to say whether or not they « sight which presented itself to our aston- 


took pleasure in the various 
performances. During the 
time we remained we beheld 
not a movement of applause : 
not a smile relaxed the grave, 
stolid features; there was but 
a calm gazing and a quiet 


puffing of smoke from mouth 


and nostrils, 

A day or two after our ar- 
rival we deemed it our duty 
to call upon the commandant 
to thank him for his polite- 
ness, and to tell him how well 
satisfied we were with our 
quarters at the Hétel Bour- 
guignon, Seated with him we 
found the great man of the 
district, the caid, making a 
morning call. It was our first 
introduction to a real Arab 
gentleman, and we regretted 
exceedingly that we could not 
converse with him in his own 
language, the more especial- 
ly as he was a travelled man. 
He had been to Paris, had 
been received at the Tuileries 
by the emperor Napoleon, 
and had made the grand 
Mohammedan pilgrimage to 
Mecca. But asa conversation 
with Arabs, conducted as 
ours was through the medium 
of a French interpreter, is ne- 
cessarily restricted, we had 
little opportunity of judging 
whether or not the mind of 
the caid corresponded with 
his handsome exterior. 

On my mentioning that I 
had a great desire to try a 
camel -ride, the caid volun- 
teered to send camels for our 
party, and to see that mine 
was properly caparisoned for 
the comfort and accommo- 
dation of a lady; and also to 
send his son to attend to my 
safety. Of course we ac- 


cepted his polite offer, and the after- 
noon of the same day was fixed for the 
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when we went to our hotel- 


door at the appointed hour. There was 
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the lady’s camel, with a howdah on. its 
back hung with curtains of damask and 
gold. There were the camels for the 
gentlemen, each led by its swarthy dri- 
ver, while alongside a young Arab gen- 
tleman careered upon a white charger 
with crimson and gold saddle and trap- 
pings, followed by a mounted attendant 
almost equally magnificent. To crown 
the whole, or at least give it state, there 
were some two or three hundred Arab 
spectators. Only once before had such 
a scene been witnessed in Biskra, when 
some years previously the wife of a 
French general had visited the oasis. 

It was not without considerable diffi- 
culty that we got started. The camels are 
made to kneel, and thus it is easy enough 
to mount, but then begins the ordeal. 
While the huge beast raises itself on 
its double-jointed limbs, you undergo 
a series of painful jerks which nothing 
but the most undaunted courage enables 
youtoendure. Determination, however, 
overcomes all difficulties, and at last our 
cortége was en route. The mounted at- 
tendant acted as outrider to clear the way, 
while he of the milk-white steed, the caid’s 
son, rode gallantly by my side. 

1 could have fancied myself a queen 
of Sheba or some Eastern houri screen- 
ed by silken curtains from the vulgar 
gaze. What extravagances my imagi- 
nation in its pride might have led me 
into it is impossible to say, but for the 
bodily discomfort. The camel is called 
the ‘“‘ship of the desert,’’ but surely no 
ship ever pitched and rolled so unmer- 
cifully. The howdah too, which was 
loosely slung upon the creature’s back, 
only added to the naturally uncomfort- 
able motion. In fact, this cage-like erec- 
tion was only kept in its place by ropes 
attached to it which were held by two 
men who walked one on each side. As 
the thing swung one way, the man op- 
posite pulled it back, and wice versa, 
altogether regardless of my. feelings in 
the matter. 

We have since found out, by expe- 
rience in Egypt, that these camels were 
of what may be called the cart-horse 
breed, and there is about as much dif- 


ference in riding such a one and a prop- | 
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erly-trained dromedary as there is be- 
tween a dray-horse and a thoroughbred. 
Thus, if we were proud of our exaltation; 
we paid dearly for our pride, and when 
we returned from our excursion it was 
with a feeling of every limb being out 
of joint. It was days before we had 
completely recovered from the effects 
of this our first and, as I devoutly hoped, 
our last camel-ride. From this time for- 
ward the caid’s son, who spoke French 
tolerably well, paid us almost daily vis- 
its, and although he had never been be- 
yond the bounds of the desert, we have 
never met with more pleasing, gentle- 
manly manners than those of this young 
Arab. ; 

One afternoon he invited me to pay a 
visit to the ladies of his family. These 
poor creatures are never allowed to go 
out except into their high-walled gar- 
den, and no male eyes but those of near 
relatives are ever allowed to gaze upon 
them. They do not even take their 
meals with their husbands and sons, 
this being contrary to Arab ideas of pro- 
priety. Thus, while they have no out- 
door life, they have no indoor social life 
either. There is nothing for them but 
to be drudges and mothers, to bear and 
to bring up children. It is therefore not 
surprising that the first question Arab 
women ask is, “Have you any chil- 
dren?” or that they should entertain 
the profoundest pity for those of their 
sisterhood who are not thus blessed. 
To them motherhood is the one thing 
worth living for: all else is denied to 
them by the barbarous customs of their 
country. 

In the course of our travels we have 
met with one educated Arab lady, and, 
singular to say, both she and her hus- 
band objected to educating their daugh- 
ters. Probably she felt that in the life 
to which she was by Arab custom con- 
demned education did not add to her 
own happiness—that it was fitted, in- 
deed, only to raise aspirations and de- 
sires which could never be realized. 

The house of the caid was clean and 
airy, and characterized by a certain bar- 
baric taste. There were arms suspended 
upon the walls, Persian rugs laid upon 
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the floors and divans placed around the 
rooms. The large garden was pleas- 
ant, being beautifully shaded by palms 
and orange and lemon trees. In it 
there was a summer-house, where it 
was the custom of the gentlemen of 
the family to dine and take their coffee. 
Everywhere there was an air of wealth 
and comfort, but yet to an English eye 
there was a want of neatness and trim- 
ness in all the arrangements, both of 
house and garden. 

I saw only one of the ladies, the wife 
of the caid, the last survivor out of some 
five or six. She was elderly and not 
beautiful, her dress gay rather than taste- 
ful, and upon the whole less rich than 
I expected, considering the immense 
wealth of her husband. We were as- 
sured he possessed four thousand cam- 
els, besides boundless wealth in date- 
palms, etc. Through my young Arab 
friend, who acted as interpreter, she told 
me I was welcome, and then as soon as 
we were seated she began an examina- 
tion of my dress and ornaments. She 
seemed, indeed, in mind a perfect child, 
incapable of taking an interest in any- 
thing higher than dress and trinkets. 
To her, the great world without was a 
complete blank, a sealed book: the field 
of her observations was bounded by the 
four walls of her own abode, while books 
and society were alike forbidden. Cer- 
tainly, if the fruit of the tree of know- 
ledge be evil, then Arab women should 
be virtuous indeed, from them it is so 
well guarded. Taking my cue from my 
hostess, and supposing it Arab politeness, 
I also made an inspection of her dress, 
and especially of her earrings, which 
had at once attracted my attention on 
account of their great size. They were 
gold hoops of from two to three inches 
in diameter, thick and heavy, and set 
with a mass of stones and pearls. It 
seemed marvellous how any human ears 
could support such pendants. In effect, 
I found that they did not do so. The 
earrings were only sham, for in reality 
they were fixed to her head-dress, and 
were only so arranged as to appear sus- 
pended from the ears. 

As a contrast to this visit, Madame 
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Bourguignon asked me if I should like 
to see an Arab ménage of the humbler 
order. The family to whose house she 
conducted me were neighbors and pro- 
tégés of hers. From the outside, this 
house, like most Arab houses, presented 
a dead wall broken only by a doorway. 
Through this we entered into an unpaved 
court, where the family was assembled. 
The owner or master of the establish- 
ment was squatted upon the dry sandy 
ground, with three or four young chil- 
dren sprawling round him, while his four 
wives were occupied with their respective 
duties. Two were suckling babies, one 
was weaving a kind of coarse striped 
material in a primitive loom, while the 
fourth was apparently attending to the 
business of housekeeping. In addition 
to these, there were several older chil- 
dren playing among the sand: the 
grown-up members of the family were 
out, I was informed, begging, working, 
or perhaps stealing, as they might hap- 
pen to find opportunity. 

The man was not bad-looking, and one 
or two of the children were almost pretty, 
notwithstanding the dirt and swarms of 
flies that half concealed their features ; 
but the women! Well, most men would 
have thought one such wife enough. I 
certainly marvelled at any one choosing 
four, and also that a man in such circum- 
stances should be able to support so 
many. On expressing: my surprise to 
Madame Bourguignon, she exclaimed, 
““He does not support them: it is thev | 
who support him.” Thusthe smaller a 
man’s means and the greater his wants 
the more wives he needs. 

We had ample proof that these wretch- 
ed women are often treated as little bet- 
ter than beasts of burden. Nearer the 
“Mouth of the Desert” we saw troops 
of women carrying enormous burdens 
of sticks upon their backs, which they 
had collected somewhere north of the 
mountains, while their lords and mas- 
ters strutted along unencumbered at their - 
sides, acting the part of slave - drivers. 
Even among the wealthy Arabs it is 
common for the wives to be employed in 
the most menial household work; and 
Madame Bourguignon assured me that 
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had I been behind the scenes I should 
probably have found some of the ladies 
of the caid’s family thus engaged. 

But to return to the house. The open 
court into which we entered, and where 
we found the family assembled, was evi- 
dently their living-room during the day. 
Four small apartments opened out of it. 
First, the kitchen, the whole furnishing 
of which consisted of a few fire-bricks, 
one or two vessels for cooking and a 
skin for holding water. The other three 
apartments were respectively the sleep- 
ing-room of the master of the house, 
that of the women and that of the eld- 
er children; and, literally, the only fur- 
niture of these was a piece of boarding 
covered with matting. There was no 
bedding, no bed-clothing, no attempt 
at comfort of any kind. It is certainly 
not an expensive matter to set up house 
at Biskra, the climate of the desert mak- 
ing one independent of everything ex- 
cept a shade from the sun and a little 
food to sustain life. From the court a 
stair led up to the flat roof which cover- 
ed in the four apartments, and this upper 
story formed the receptacle for all the 
filth of the family. The scene was dis- 
gusting in the extreme. In any other 
climate it must have bred a pestilence. 
Here, no doubt, this dire result is pre- 
vented by the extreme dryness of the 
atmosphere. After this visit I quite ap- 
preciated our good landlady’s horror of 
the Arabs. ‘You see now,”’ said she, 
“how it is I cannot bear even to buy 
fowls fed by such people.” 

During the time we remained at Bis- 
kra we only twice made excursions be- 
yond the limits of the oasis—once to 
some hot sulphur springs a few miles 
out in the desert—springs of such won- 
derful efficacy in all rheumatic affections 
that were they in Europe they would 
speedily make the fortune of any water- 
ing-place. Here they are little known: 
however, a bath has been formed and 
roofed in, and our gentlemen enjoyed 
a dip in the warm water after their ride 
across the desert. From this bath one 
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of them dated the cure of a severe pain 
in the leg which had caused him much 
inconvenience during the journey. Our 
other excursion was to the neighboring 
oasis of Sidi Okba, the ecclesiastical, as 
Biskra is the commercial, capital of the 
Ziban. Judging by appearances, one 
would say that commerce must be a 
much more thriving thing than religion, 
for Sidi Okba is in every way inferior to 
Biskra. The people are more squalid, 
the houses more wretched: the very 
mosque itself is in a dirty, tumble-down 
condition. Here we found no Arabs who 
could speak French; and at one time, 
having lost our way among the palms, 
we were very much at a loss to know 
what to do. For some time we tried in 
vain to catch a glimpse of the mosque, 
thinking that it, beacon-like, would guide 
us back to the town. Equally in vain 
we interrogated all the Arabs we met in 
all the languages at our command, and 
it was only at last, inspired by despera- 
tion, that we hit upon the expedient of 
signs. Assuming the attitude of prayer, 
we called out, “Allah! Allah!” An 
Arab at once answered ‘ Marabout! 
marabout!’’ and then we remembered 
that this was the name for mosque, and 
nodded, ‘‘ Yes, marabout.”” He seemed 
delighted at having understood us at 
last, and soon led us to the mosque, 
from whence we knew our way to the 
place where we had left our luncheon. 
We had crossed the desert in the early 
morning, and were obliged to seek a rest- 
ing-place in the shade during the hot 
hours of the day. This we found in a 
house belonging to a son of the caid of 
Biskra. There we ate the luncheon we 
had brought with us, and then we re- 
clined upon the Persian carpets and rest- 
ed till the hour arrived when we could 
safely undertake the return journey. 
The day after our visit to Sidi Okba 
was our last at Riskra. We bade adieu 
to it with regret, and we shall always 
remember the time spent in this oasis 
of Sahara as among the white days in 
our calendar. J. P. 
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T= topographically inclined among 

biblical commentators might select 
a great many more unlikely spots for the 
Garden of Eden than Kashmir. The 
four rivers are there—the Indus, the Jhe- 
lam, the Chenab and the Ravi. Their 
banks present the widest possible vari- 
ety of rock, soil, vegetation and animal 
life. The palm and pomegranate are at 
home in the valleys, and the dwarf wil- 
low and birch are frozen out a long way 
below the summits of the mountains. 
The tiger and the ptarmigan are, meas- 
ured vertically, close neighbors, a mile 
or two apart, within easy calling distance. 
Man is equally multiform. All his races 
are assembled save the African. His ex- 
tremes in physiognomy, dress, govern- 
ment and religion are brought into close 
communion. Character, in this cosmo- 
politan district, gives place to eclecticism. 
Its features and its occupants represent 
the whole’ world, and might readily re- 
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furnish it were all the rest of its surface 
laid desolate. 

Curiously enough, the idea of a garden 
has always associated itself with Kash- 
mir. Eastern poets and historians speak 
of it as a garden collectively, and lavish 
their most brilliant powers of description 
on the gardens which make it up in de- 
tail—the gardens of the terraced hills, 
the gardens of- the broad alluvial plain, 
and the floating gardens of the lakes 
Walar and Dal. These last, more for- 
tunate than those of Babylon and Nin- 
eveh, have maintained their existence 
to our day, the aquatic cultivator row- 
ing among his parterres and gathering 
his melons over the gunwale. Fertility 
has never failed. The permanence in 
beauty and productiveness designed for 
Eden has here been sustained by the 
harmoniously - acting forces of Nature, 
and Adam might, for all that the explo- 
rers tell us to the contrary, have lived in 
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Kashmir after his primitive fashion till 
now. He would, however, have been 
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compelled in some degree to modify his | 


fined himself the year through to the val- 


ley, ninety miles by twenty, which strict- 
ly bears the name. A winter suit would 
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have been indispensable to his 
excursions among the border- 
ing mountains, which swell 
from an elevation of ten thou- 
sand feet above tide to twenty- 
two, and even, on the extreme 
limits of the region now of- 
ficially named Kashmir, to 
twenty-eight thousand. As to 
antiquity, time is, like every- 
thing else, on a grand scale in 
Kashmir. Her earliest dynas- 
ty, the Pandu, runs far into 
the life of the first father, hav- 
ing come to an end twenty- 
five hundred years before 
Christ, after a duration of 
thirteen hundred years, if we 
are to believe Baron Hiigel, 
an archeologist of the good 
old German type, who is 
daunted by no figures, and 
who simply “reminds the 
reader,” as he would of what 
he had for dinner yesterday, 
of the stunning chronology 
here cited. To the epoch of 
that primeval dynasty the ba- 
ron assigns the building of the 
great temple of Martand, the 
ruins of which delight all trav- 
ellers and excite to the use of 
such epithets as ‘ wonderful” 
and “glorious ’’ the impassive 
Wilson. He declares that 
they are quite superior to any- 
thing architectural around 
them, and “ might yet vie with 
the finest remains of Greek and 
Roman architecture.” The 
temple stands solitary on a 
stretch of table-land four 
hundred feet above the valley 
and ten leagues east of the 
capital. Tradition avers, 
partly on the strength of sev- 
eral ancient beaches still dis- 
tinctly marked, that the whole 
valley was under water when 


| the temple was built, and that it original- 
taste in regard to clothing, unless he con- | ly stood upon the immediate shore. This 
generally unreliable guide even goes into 
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details and grows statistical, mentioning | souls, the province of Jummoo contained 
the year 266 B.C. as the epoch of the | 861,075 — 44,000 of them in the city of 
sudden shrinking of the wa- 
ters to what—or nearly what, 
for desiccation is said to be 
still going on—is seen of them 
now. This becomes less in- 
credible in the light of the ex- 
traordinary oscillations of 
level in the streams and lakes 
with which the present inhab- 
itants are familiar. In 1858 
the Indus rose, at a point be- 
low its exit from the moun- 
tains, one hundred and sixty 
feet in twenty-four hours, its 
rise in the narrow defiles 
above having been of course 
greater. A single pool, tem- 
porarily formed on the slopes 
of the mighty Nanga Parbat 
by the melting of the snow in 
1850, was a mile and a half 
long by half a mile wide and 
three hundred feet deep—just 
so much devastation “cocked 
and primed.” 

The modern state of Kash- 
mir dates from 1846, when the 
Sikh empire, of which it was a 
part, was overthrown by the 
British. Golab Singh, who 
had made himself useful to 
the Indian government, was 
placed over it as maharajah, 
with a show of independence, 
but real subordination. He 
fixed his capital at Jummoo, 
in the extreine south of his 
dominions and within easy 
reach of Lahore. The name 
Fummoo is given by the na- 
tives to his whole territory, 
although the province of that 
name is, so far as geograph- 
ical extent goes, a mere frag- 
ment of it. The provinces of 
Jummoo and Kashmir, imme- 
diately north of it, comprise 
together about a third of the 
aggregate of sixty-eight thou- ' 
sand square miles. Their share of the | that name, the political metropolis. The 
population is infinitely greater in propor- | government of Kashmir had 491,846, in- 


tion, Out of a total, in 1873, of 1,534,972 | cluding 136,000 in the city of Srinagar. 
Vor. XXII.—18 
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The district of Punch, which boasts a 
rajah’ of its own, tributary to the maha- 
rajah, had 77,566, and the outlying gov- 
ernments, as they are termed, of Gilgit 
in the extreme north-east, Baltistan in 
the north, and Ladakh, or Little Tibet, 
in the east, 104,485 together. In the 
province of Kashmir the Mohammed- 
ans are in the large majority of six to 
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one. In that of Jummoo, on the con- 
trary, the excess is slightly in favor of 
the Hindis —a circumstance which ac- 
counts for the sovereign’s choice of a 
capital, he being a Hinda and showing 
in his political acts a preference for his 
co-religionists and a corresponding dis- 
trust of his Moslem subjects. In La- 
dakh, Bidha is supreme, his worship- 
pers numbering 20,254 to 260 followers 
of Islam and 107 adherents of the Ve- 
das—hardly one to the square mile of 
all religions. 

The different creeds get on very com- 
fortably side by side, the mosque and 
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the idol temple decorating the same 
street, and the praying-machines of the 
Lamas grinding out perpetual bliss with- 
out let or hinderance from those who 
believe in another way of reaching the 
ear of the Unknowable. This Utopian 
scene of universal toleration has not fail- 
ed: to attract the representatives of our 
own faith. The Moravians have long 
had an establishment on the 
south-eastern mountains, and we 
read of the conversion of the de- 
scendants of the last rajah of 
Kishtwar by an American mis- 
sionary — of what sect is not 
stated. 

Generally speaking, the lines 
of race coincide but vaguely with 
those of creed. The Hindis and 
Mohammedans are both of Aryan 
race, and Mohammedan converts 
are found among the Mongolian 
—or rather Turanian — worship- 
pers of Budh. The latter process 
would have made more headway 
but for the influence of the reign- 
ing dynasty, which discourages it 
on system. The change implied 
in this proselytism is greater in 
respect of some social practices 
than in the abstract principles of 
religious belief. The polyandry 
of the Tibetans is in direct con- 
trast with the polygamy of the 
Moslems, and is far more strictly 
maintained. It is favored by the 
circumstance that, contrary to 
what usually obtains in old coun- 
tries, the males in this region con- 

siderably outnumber the females; yet, 
while that disproportion exists through- 
out the provinces, polyandry is confined 
to the Tibetans. Their wretched lands, 
verging on the line of perpetual snow, 
devoid of fuel, and in many places un- 
able to ripen grain, keep them poor; and 
they assign as a justification for the prac- 
tice the necessity of repressing population 
and retaining property undivided. One 
mistress of the house and three or four 
masters, who are almost always broth- 


_ ers, is their unique remedy for the hard- 
| ships of their lot, so lowly and yet (topo- 


| 
| 


graphically) so elevated. Among their 
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Mohammedan and Hindé compatriots 
the “twin barbarism” of a plurality of 
wives appears to be confined in practice 
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into more hideous relief by the cruel 
custom of suttee, or widow-burning. It 
is only within half a generation past that 
British interference has succeeded in put- 
ting a stop to these horrible immolations. 
When, in 1843, Suchet Singh, ‘uncle of 
the present maharajah, Ranbir Singh, 
died, his home harem of a hundred and 
fifty wives were burned with his body at 
Ramnagar, and the same execution was 
inflicted on his branch establishment of 
twenty-five at Jummoo. Seven years 
after the beginning of British sway the 
thirty-two widows of a cousin of the ma- 
harajah were burned. This scene was 
witnessed by Mr. Drew, an English en- 
gineer of eminence who was for ten 
years employed in surveying and ex- 
ploring the new state, and from whose 
narrative many of the facts given in this 
article are drawn. Upon another occa- 
sion he saw the forcible sacrifice of a 
single widow. The poor woman, shriek- 
ing fearfully, sprang from the funeral 
pile as the flames surrounded her, but 
was instantly seized and thrown back 
into it by the “scandalized”’ priests. 
The guide-book and the locomotive 
have marked this romantic land for their 
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to a few of the powerful and wealthy. 
Until within the last few years its repul- 
sive features were wont to be brought 
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own, but their progress is far from com- 
plete. The advance of the latter, in- 
deed, has probably reached its limit, 
some twenty leagues outside the ex- 
treme south-western corner. The for- 
mer is still fain to depend largely on 
Bernier, the Frenchman who visited 
Kashmir two centuries ago in the train 
of the Mogul emperor Aurengzebe. Ber- 
nier kept his eyes open, and left not 
only a good account of the manners and 
life of the Great Mogul and his court, 
but a fair itinerary. His description of 
Srinagar and its vicinity still holds good, 
and modern books point us to the pass 
of the Fir Panjal so disastrous to the im- 
perial ladies. The foremost of fifteen ele- 
phants, each carrying four women, took 
fright in a narrow part of the so-called 
road and backed the rest over a precipice. 
Only three or four of the odalisques were 
killed by the fall, but not one elephant 
was saved. Bernier passed the scene 
of the accident two days after, and saw 
some of the animals still alive, but able 
only to trumpet mournfully for assistance. 

North of Jummoo the highest type of 
road accommodates no longer an ele- 
phant, but at most a hill-pony. In the 
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vale of Srinagar the chief thoroughfares 
are sluggish rivers, lakes and canals, 
navigated by a remarkably sturdy race 
of boatmen. The chief line of traffic to 
that valley, the heart of Kashmir prop- 
er, from Jummoo, is hardly practicable 
for horses. In its length of a hundred 
and seventy-seven miles it crosses two 
ridges, each nine thousand feet above 
the sea, with a hollow between five thou- 
sand feet deep. The starting-point, or 
southern end of the path, is fifteen hun- 
dred feet above’ tide, and the valley of 
Srinagar from fifty-two hundred to sixty- 
five hundred. These are all trifling ele- 


centre of France.” In sheltered places 
with a southern exposure the tropics re- 
appear, but the vegetation of the foot- 
hills and middle mountains is said to 
be, but for the deodara cedar (Pinus ex- 
celsa) and a few other trees, European 
in character. The resemblance of the 
undergrowth is less marked, and still 
less that of the inhabitants, the costume 
of the mountaineers, notably the tribe 
named Gaddis, reasserting Asia. These 
Oriental Swiss are as hardy as their 
Western analogues, thanks to a con- 
tinual struggle for existence against Na- 
ture and a tolerably frequent one against 
man. Against the latter foe they are at 
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vations compared to those of the Hima- 
liya on the south-east and the Karako- 
ram chain, to which England has pushed 
the maharajah’s boundary, on the north; 
but they will do very well for Western 
tourists to “cut their teeth on,” especial- 
ly as they are interspersed with minor 
hills of every grade of height and sur- 
face. The varied assortment of climates 
also supports the idea of a general train- 
ing-ground fortravellers. Bernier thought 
the first summit he crossed, coming from 
the south, “the dreadful rim of the 
world,”” but the descent of it plumped 
him, “as if by enchantment, into the 
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present guaranteed by the quiet of Eng- 
lish rule, but the avalanche and the tor- 
rent remain unquelled. 

The famous vale is an emerald with 
a rough setting—a jewel always much 
sought after, and which would have been 
carried away long ago had it been port- 
able. But its mightiest and most fortu- 
nate possessors were fain to come to it 
by a long and painful path over crags 
and snows, and to pass away, one after 
the other, and leave it in undimmed 
brightness, clasped tightly as ever in its 
frame of rocks. At the beginning of the 
fourteenth century its ruler was a Hindi 
rani, who stabbed herself rather than 
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marry her traitorous and usurping viz- 
ier. Then came the sway of a Moslem 
dynasty, two of whose members stand 
out prominently by reason of opposite 
traits. One earned the name of the Im- 
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and the weavers of Turkestan, and orig- 
inated the manufacture of the famous 
shawls. In 1588 the country was sur- 
rendered to the emperor Akbar, who, 
with the most noted of his descendants, 
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age-breaker by his wanton destruction 
of the ancient architecture and sculp- 
ture. The balance oscillated toward the 
good when, in the fifteenth century, Zein- 
ul-Abdin introduced the Tibetan goat 


Jehangir, Shah Jehan and Aurengzebe, 
made it their favorite summer-retreat and 
lavished upon it an expenditure the fruits 
of which are yet conspicuous. The Af- 
ghans, from beyond the north-west moun- 
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tains, seized it in 1752, and were dispos- 
sessed by Ranjit Singh in 1819, who thus 
restored the supremacy of the ancient 
religion after more than four centuries 
of Moslem rule. The repose now enjoy- 
ed by it under the almost entirely unseen 
but distinctly felt influence of the Eng- 
lish promises to reproduce something 
like the palmy days of the Moguls in 
the matter of improvement and embel- 
lishment, with a security to life and prop- 
erty under fixed and just laws quite un- 
known in their time. 

A visitor familiar with all the scenic 
features of the happy valley would al- 

-most have us believe that artificial dec- 
oration has exhausted itself, and that the 
art now in demand is simply the art of 
letting Nature and antiquity alone: 

“The valley of Kashmir, properly so 
called, remains, as in the seventeenth 
century, the largest and the most beau- 
tiful bit of landscape -gardening in the 
world, a park thirty leagues by ten or 
twelve. Everything in it seems planned 
with supernatural ingenuity to delight 
the eye—fields, orchards, dwellings, riv- 
ers and lakes sprinkled with green and 
flowery islets and ploughed by boats of 
varied form and size navigated by an- 
jis (boatmen) whose intelligent counte- 
nances, sculpturesque figures and grace- 
ful costumes harmonize admirably with 
the enchanting scenery; innumerable 
brooks and canals curving capriciously 
among lawns and rice-meadows and 
glittering in the sun like ribbons shot 
with silver.” 

This portrait leaves out the temples 
and villas, ancient and modern, the ter- 
races and pavilions edged with the lotus 
and overhung with vines and plane trees, 
the Shalmiar Bagh, or Garden of Delight, 
and the Mishat Bagh, or Garden of Pleas- 
ure, where wine-loving Jehangir and his 
beautiful consort Nir Jahan, the Light 
of the World, luxuriated in the summers 
of long ago. This potentate declared 
that he would rather lose all the rest of 
his vast and affluent empire than Kash- 
mir. It furnished a place of refreshing 
retreat for his energies and his consci- 
ence, the load of the latter being fully 
up to the average of an Eastern despot’s. 
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By these lulling waters and under this 
embowering verdure he could shut out 
from the sight and memory such spec- 
tacles as that to which he had treated 
his rebellious son Khosrou—a long row 
of seven hundred of the latter’s accom- 
plices seated in solemn gravity, but not 
returning his salute as he was led along, 
for the sufficient if not immediately per- 
ceptible reason that they sat upon thorns, 
each upon one thorn a foot or so long, 
of iron. We may suppose the father of 
Frederick the Great to have had in mind 
this passage of Oriental life when he 
forced the prince to witness the execu- 
tion of his young friend Katte. 

Wilson’s preference is for the Garden 
of Pleasure, notwithstanding the elegance 
of that of Delight. It looks out upon Lake 
Dal, the Golden Island in front: 

“Ten terraces, bounded by magnif- 
icent trees and with a stream of water 
falling over them, lead up to the latticed 
pavilion at the end of this garden. Be- 
tween the double stories of this pavilion 
the stream flows through a marble—or 
at least a limestone—tank, and the struc- 
ture is shaded by great chundr trees, 
while through a vista of their splendid 
foliage we look down the terraces and 
water-courses upon the lake below.” 

A fit dreaming-place this for the lotus- 
eating monarch of a lotus-eating people. 
The lake is so full of the lotus and other 
water - lilies that more than sixty thou- 
sand tons of the edible nuts are gather- 
ed each year and ground into flour, the 
rdot besides serving as a popular escu- 
lent. What is an object of devotion with 
the Tibetans of the higher Himaliyas 
a few days’ journey distant, as formerly 
with the Egyptians, is to the Kashmiris an 
article of food and trade. They might 


‘draw from the waters, which cover a 


very small part of the fertile valley, fish 
enough to support, with the nelumbium 
nuts, nearly the whole of the present 
population ; but then they are lotus-eat- 
ers, and as such improvident and indo- 
lent by all rules of poetry and legend. 

Srinagar has been likened to Venice. 
Standing a mile higher in the world, wa- 
ter-communication is its dependence for 
movement of persons and things almost 
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as exclusively as with the Queen of the 
Adriatic. For once, the lean, dry Ori- 
ental has his fill of water. Moisture 
prevails in excess. The characteristic 
flat roof of his house gives place to one 
with slope enough to shed any shower or 
number of showers; and that soon be- 
comes clad with a spontaneous growth 
of plants. The surplus 
rainfall, however, is not 
so great as it would be 
were not the stormy 
south-west monsoons 
cut off by the mountains. 
The English, water-dogs 
by nature, and last from 
the blazing plains of the 
Panjab, do not complain 
of dampness. One of 
them, indeed, declares 
that “‘the air is exceed- 
ingly dry, notwithstand- © 
ingtheimmense amount ¥ 
of water in the valley 
and the frequent show- 
ers of rain.” 

Srinagar—as the city 
known for four centu- | 
ries as Kashmir was 
anciently and is again 
named under Hindaé 
rule—is a little disap- 
pointing in the material 
employed for most of its 
structures. Stone is not 
wanting, but the deodar 
timber is more abun- 
dant, being floated down 
cheaply from the mountains, where it 
forms immense forests, the carefully pre- 
served hunting-ground of the Mogul em- 
perors. A Frenchman dubs it a city of 
chalets, and recommends the architects 
of Paris to seek there the most charming 
models for kiosks, verandas, turrets, cu- 
polas, etc. The humblest suburban and 
tural abodes he pronounces full of the 
picturesque. They appear to be much 
in the Swiss style, so natural to an alpine 
region. They, too, are mostly of wood, 
except on the high slopes, where that 
material is scarce or wholly absent, and 
on the frontiers, where each hut is a lit- 
tle rock-fort. 
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Even the piers of the bridges over 
the Jhelam are, above the water at 
least, formed of large logs, which over- 
lap each other and approach with their 
ends the middle of ‘each span after the 
semblance of an arch. Parasitic plants, 
and even considerable trees, take root 
in their crevices and disguise the struc- 
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ture in an even more bizarre way than 
the medizval buildings did Old London 
Bridge. There are seven of these bridges 
within the city, about three hundred feet 
long, and between them on either hand 
the houses overhang the water at the 
expense of all visible shore, sometimes 
striding out upon stilt-like piles, their 
multiform gables “fantastically set’ with 
a total disregard of uniformity and extent 
of fagade that would have been the death 
of Baron Haussmann or the builder of a 
Philadelphia block. Nevertheless, there 
is a pervading tone and style which would 
identify a Kashmiri villa transplanted into 
Christendom. 
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Two isolated hills overlooking the city, | 


and visible afar off to the weary way- 
farer, are crowned and flanked with for- 
. tifications and temples of one or the oth- 
er religion. The list of the latter edifices 
included, in Bernier’s time, a Hind pa- 
goda claimed by the inhabitants to have 
been built by Solomon, but it has now 
disappeared as completely as his better- 
authenticated effort at Jerusalem. In re- 
turn, as compensation, a Mohammedan 
mosque has given place to a modern fort. 
The march of improvement or of change 
shows itself in a yet more modern array 
of cottages erected for the accommoda- 
tion of English visitors. Here these gen- 
try hide themselves in an absolute for- 
est of fruit trees of the kinds familiar at 
home—apple, apricot, cherry, etc. The 
lovers of the apricot may be interested 
to learn that it is Zar excellence the fruit 
of this soi-disant Eden, this glittering at- 
tic-window upon the Roof of the World, 
and of all the slopes thereof up to the 
white-tiled roof-tree. It flourishes up to 
ten thousand feet, only the stone-pine, 
of all edibles, going higher; and dried 
apricots are a leading staple among the 
hillmen, as dates are with the Arabs. 

Upon the bazaars the English archi- 
tect has laid his heavy hand, and villas 
and shops like those of the Thames 
promise to mark the artistic renaissance 
of Kashmir. The pleasure-houses of the 
emperors before mentioned have so far 
escaped him, although it is to be feared 
he will soon have the repairing of them. 
Their principal charms, the turf, the great 
trees and the cascades, were never more 
beautiful, and have rather gained by the 
softness with’ which age has enriched 
them. The trees have been steadily 
growing under all flags and cults, swell- 
ing in pride and strength as they looked 
contemptuously and calmly down on the 
storms of human passion. They need no 
repairs, and their style, nobody knows 
how much older than Thebes or Den- 
dera, will endure no modification. 

The level surface of this alluvion is 
illustrated by the very slight descent of 
the Jhelam. From Ismailabad, near the 
head of the valley, and fifty-four hundred 
feet above the level of the sea, the fall 
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to Srinagar, thirty miles, is seventy -five 
feet; and from the capital to Lake Wa- 
lar, twenty-four miles below, only fifty- 
five feet—declivities in marked contrast 
with the fall of two thousand eight hun- 
dred feet in eighty miles from the edge 
of the plateau at Baramila to the plain 
of the Panjab. Besides the ancient 
beaches which indicate the origin of 
this upland meadow, there are traceable 
other and more recent evidences of a 
change of level in the waters, pointing 
to an elevation, as the former do to sub- 
sidence. In the Manas-Bal, the smallest 
but deepest of the Kashmirian lakes, sub- 
merged ruins, alleged to be those of a 
temple, are clearly visible. At another 
point, fifteen miles below Srinagar, ruins 
and fragments of pottery have been ex- 
humed at a great depth. One of these 
oscillations appears to be now, or to 
have been within two centuries, in prog- 
ress. Lake Walar has grown shallower, 
its present average depth being forty feet. 

Man, among these enormous moun- 
tains, presents not less notably than in- 
animate Nature a singular compound of 
change and solidity, of the catastrophic 
and thesecular. The little state of Kash- 
mir, overrun from time immemorial, in 
peace or war, by hordes of many races 
and tongues, preserves a language and 
a physiognomy of its own. About forty 
per cent. of the words in Kashmiri are 
Persian, twenty-five Sanscrit, fifteen Hin- 
diasthani, ten Arabic and fifteen Mongol. 
Its letters resemble those of the Sanscrit, 
and are apparently the originals of the 
Tibetan characters. They are not much 
used, the literary capabilities of the Kash- 
miris remaining to be developed. Trav- 
ellers say the men, especially the upper 
classes who have maintained the purity 
of their blood, are the finest, physically, 
to be found in the Himdliya. They are 
stout, well-built, and pleasing in counte- 
nance, resembling Europeans, except in 
having a darker complexion. They are 
more acute and intelligent than the Sikhs 
and than the Dogras or Hindis of Jum- 
moo, their present superiors politically. 
They are industrious, manufacturing be- 
sides shawls other stuffs and much fan- 
cy-work in wood. The beauty of the 
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women is as much remarked upon now 
as in the old days, and the late Mr. 
Moore cannot be accused of overstep- 
ping poetic license on that point. 

The higher classes of the Kashmiris 
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Jummoo, many of whose high-caste men 
cultivate the soil, the Kashmiri Brahmans 
contemn manual occupations. They are 
largely employed in the offices of the 
State. The lowest occupations are left 


having held more firmly to their religion 
during Mohammedan sway, most of the 
non-Moslem inhabitants are Brahmans, 
and they live chiefly in the city. Unlike 
their co-religionists of the province of 


to a class of pariahs called Batals, who 
are considered by some to represent a 
wholly distinct race, a remnant of the 
aborigines who were dispossessed by the 
first Aryan settlers. As it is easier to 
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procure photographs of individuals be- 
longing to this degraded class than of 
those above them, an unjust impression 
of the physical traits of the Kashmiris is 
apt to reach the Western World. The 
dancing-girls are Batals, and are pro- 
nounced by those who know very unfa- 
vorable specimens of the Kashmiri fair. 
The Mohammedan women are always 
veiled. 

But ethnic science, whether based on 
linguistic, physical, social or religious 
distinctions, is in a very unsatisfactory 
condition. Surprising yet illusory re- 
semblances are constantly cropping up 
in the most unexpected ways and places. 
Wilson was struck with the Gaelic traits 
of the Mongolian Badhists who inhabit 
the mountains of Zanskar, south-east of 
the valley. ‘The sound of their lan- 
guage, the brooches which fasten their 
plaids, the varieties of tartan which their 
woollen clothes present, and even the 
features of the people (which are of an 
Aryan rather than a Tartar type), strong- 
ly reminded me of the Scotch Highland- 
ers.” He had the support, too, of one of 


those imaginative savants who delight in 


Welsh, Erse and Gaelic philology, who 
insisted “that the names of innumerable 
places in Tibet and Tartary are identical 
with the local names of the Gaelic lan- 
guage.” Add to this the fact that a corps 
of the maharajah’s army is uniformed in 
an almost critically exact reproduction 
of “the garb of old Gaul,” and the ar- 
gument is a good deal more complete 
than many on more practically moment- 
ous points which have done service for 
centuries and are still. accepted. We 
have the Gauls of Galatia, Galatz, Ga- 
licia, Gallia proper and Gaeldoch (or 
Caledonia), forming a continuous chain 
of Gallic settléments from the Himaliya 
to the Ultima Thule. And now the cir- 
cuit is complete. The current sets back 
from the West. The slogan, heard so 
tellingly at Lucknow, is swelling up the 
glaciers of the Asiatic fatherland to save 
it from the Scythians! Monkbarns lived 
too soon. 

The Mohammedans of Baltistan, on 
the opposite (or northern) side of Kash- 
mir, again surprise us by speaking a 





Tartar tongue. We are not told that 
they are Scotch, endowed though they 
undoubtedly are with some of the canny 
and thrifty characteristics of the dwellers 
ayont the Tweed. They are inveterate 
tradesmen, and carry their small wares, 
including hill- ponies, all through the 
mountains. Let us drop in upon them, 
if such an expression be applicable to a 
climb of the most tremendous descrip- 
tion. It takes us up the steps of the 
steepest and loftiest slope of the amphi- 
theatre which forms the maharajah’s do- 
minions. First, however, we begin by a 
gentle and pleasant descent down the 
Jhelam to Lake Wilar. Then begins 
the trouble. We turn northward, and 
find ourselves at the end of the first stage 
four thousand feet above the valley, on 
the brink of an artificial sheet of water 
surrounded by dense evergreen woods. 
Next day we rise 2000 feet higher, and 
redescend 6500 feet to the banks of the 
Kischanganga, the chief affluent of the 
Jhelam, running mostly parallel to the 
course of the latter stream. Then we 
undulate—if so soft a term be applicable 
to a route so sharply, abruptly and ir- . 
regularly serrate—along the spurs which 
border the river, now in the forest and 
now on a bleak plateau where careful 
irrigation avails to grow nothing less 
hardy than millet, peas and buckwheat. 
In crossing to the valley, or rather trench, 
of the upper Indus, we have the choice 
of two passes, one 13,060 and the other 
13,500 feet above tide. Having select- 
ed the least of these two evils, we swoop 
nearly six thousand feet down upon the 
village of Astor and a new language, the 
Dard. Thetemptation to stop and study 
either is small. If we are insatiate of 
climbing or find the heat at Astor—only 


7853 feet above the sea — oppressive, 


we have the ice-cone of Nanga Parbat, 
26,629 feet high, within ten miles to the 
west. We are within unpleasantly easy 
reach of the western and north-western 
frontier now; for the opposite slope of 
Nanga Parbat and the ridge to which 
it belongs is held by the independent 
Mohammedan tribes of Yaghistan, born 
marauders since the beginning of tradi- 
tion. They have a republican form of 
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government, one of the fierce democra- 
cies numbering only seven houses. Life, 
liberty and the pursuit of other people's 


persistency and consistency highly disa- 
greeable to their neighbors over the hill. 
The latter have, in self-defence, evinced 


property is a motto they act up to with a | a tendency to adopt the same rule of 
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action, and to steal from their friends by 
way of reimbursement for what is stolen 
by their enemies—a disposition which 
is discouraged by the maintenance of a 
considerable garrison at Astor. 


The valley of Gilgit, continuous with 
that of Astor, inasmuch as the two abut 
upon the Indus at nearly the same point, 
one falling and the other rising, is the 
core of a tongue of territory projecting 
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north-west into the heart of Yaghistan, 
and néarly dividing that turbulent region 
into two parts. The British in attaching 
this corner to Kashmir rather strained 
established boundaries in their own fa- 
vor, and will doubtless continue the pro- 
cess till all Yaghistan is absorbed and 
the great Karakoram range becomes the 
frontier from the Afghan territory to that 
of Chinese Tibet. 

At the town of Gilgit we have a repro- 
duction in little of the valley of Srinagar. 
Its level is somewhat lower, and, though 
farther north by two degrees, it ripens 
such southern fruits as the pomegran- 
ate, etc. Its attractions will not, however, 
have full sway so long as the peace of 
the region remains precarious. The last 
attack from Yaghistan was signally re- 
pulsed in 1866. The practice of going 
armed is still general, and travellers need 
an escort. Some of the villages resem- 
ble the casemates, mines and covered- 
ways of a fortress. The people are of 
the same family and religion with those 
over the border, their foes, although 
perhaps less hated by them than their 
nominal compatriots the Kashmiris and 
Dogras. The Dards are an active and 
proud people, fond of independence, 
with features distinctly Caucasian. 

Continuing our exploration of the up- 
per benches of the amphitheatre, we turn 
to the right and skirt the upper Indus, 
which runs for several hundred miles 
from south-east to north-west close along 
the southern foot of the Karakoram, or 
rather upon a “hip” of the Roof of the 
World. Skardi, on the left bank, was 
an independent capital down to 1840, 
and its aspect is still stormy in a polit- 
ical as in a climatic sense. The land 
looks like a petrified storm, the waves 
of granite and slate dotted sporadically 
with huts and microscopic bits of cul- 
ture. Only in a few of the deep valleys 
is Nature less inhospitable. The glaciers 
descend to an altitude of 13,500 feet, with 
an upward extent of twenty-five miles 
or more; cultivation, after a fashion, 
existing at their lower edge, and grass 
growing for a season of six or eight 
weeks much farther up. The Baltoro 
glacier leads up to a stupendous peak, 
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the second in height of all known ele- 
vations, but not yet dignified with a 
name, being only labelled in the Indian 
Survey “K. 2.” Its height is 28,265 feet, 
or 687 less than Gaurisankar, the giant 
of mountains, a peak in the Eastern 
Himaliya. The summits next to K. 2 
are from 25,000 to 27,000 feet. Among 
them lies the pass of Mustagh, 18,300 
feet above tide, up to 1863 a high-road 
between India and Yarkand, practicable 
for but a few weeks of summer. The 
brief interval left by the snow the brig- 
ands have extinguished. 

After the abandonment of this pass, 
that of Karakoram, forty leagues east 
of it, became the principal route to Cen- 
tral Asia. The elevation is exactly the 
same. Of the five hundred and fifteen 
miles, divided into thirty-five marches, 
between Leh and Yarkand, a hundred 
and fifty traverse ice, naked rocks and 
precipices, wholly devoid of grass or fuel. 
Still farther east, in the extreme north- 
eastern angle of Ladakh and the Kash- 
miri states, a third route to Turkestan has 
been opened. It is longer than the oth- 
ers, but is practicable for near half the 
year, and can be traversed by horses and 
two-humped camels instead of yaks and 
ponies, as at the western crossings. On 
three stages only are wood and grass ab- 
sent. It ascends from the south over a 
plateau marked by salt or brackish lakes. 
It is difficult to say which of the three 
contestant empires, Russia, China and 
England, has easiest or least impracti- 
cable access to the coveted core of Asia. 

If the handful of Little Tibetans occu- 
py the gallery of the Kashmiri theatre, 
there are wells in it which go down 
to the level of the dress-circle. These 
lower levels have traits of culture—trees, 
grass, whitewashed brick or stone dwell- 
ings, and nunneries and religious monu- 
ments on the roadside and sometimes 
arching the road. All, high and low in 
rank and topography, are deeply pious, 
and devote the greater part of their wak- 
ing hours to muttering a supplicatory for- 
mula of six syllables, so far translatable 
by Christians only to the extent of its 
meaning something about the Deity and 
the lotus. 
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The trip from New York to Jummoo | many years hence the survivors of us 
is about as long in point of time as to | may be getting up Thanksgiving or 
California twenty-five years ago. As |! Christmas reunions at the old home- 
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stead of the Aryan family. It will nev- | er hackneyed: Cook’s Personally Con- 
er be a hackneyed spot. It stands too | ducted will never permeate Kashmir. 
much onend. Steep mountains are nev- EDWARD C. BRUCE. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 
SHORT RECKONINGS MAKE LONG FRIENDS. 
i J T was the first 
of March, and 
a wild wind 
was hurrying 
% fragments of 
ma white cloud 
me across the 
i blue. Perci- 
val had taken 
his breakfast 
f in snatches, 
M performing on 
m his bell mean- 
while. Em- 


ma had not 
brought his 


Mm boots, and 

= * “aS would not so 

much as come to be told that he wanted 

them. At last, despairing, he went out 

on the landing and shouted his request 

to her as she shuffled on some errand 

below. Turning to go back, he met 

Miss Lisle, who had just come down 
the stairs behind him. 

They stood for a moment exchanging 
trivial remarks. To them came a stout, 
fresh-colored, peculiarly innocent-look- 
ing old man, who went by with a beam- 
ing smile and a slight bow. 

“That's Mr. Fordham,” said Judith: 
“TI don’t think I ever saw him so close 
before.” | 

“No: one hardly meets him from one 
week’s end toanother. He is unusually 
late this morning.” 

“He dooks a very quiet, steady— Real- 
ly, one might take him for rather a nice 
old man.” 

Percival stared blankly at her, and 
then began to laugh: “ Well, Miss Lisle, 
I never heard a reputation blighted so 
completely by a complimentary sentence 
before.” 

Judith blushed a little: “But he isn’t 
very nice, is he?” 

“T don’t know about zzce. 


Se 


I should 





say he was as steady and harmless an 
old fellow as ever lived. What do you 
mean ?” 

“Well,” Judith hesitated, “of course 
one has no business to judge any one 
without really knowing; but his staying 
out so late at night—” 

“*So late at night?” Percival re- 
peated. 

“T suppose he has a latch-key general- 
ly. But one or two nights I am sure Miss 
Bryant sat up to let him in. I heard 
them whispering: at least, I heard her. 
I don’t think that girl could even whis- 
per quietly.” 

“But there must be some mistake. 
Fordham comes in quite early, and very 
often he doesn’t go out at all in the even- 
ing.” 

“He goes out later,” said Judith. 

“Indeed, no. I could time all his 
movements. His room is next to mine, 
and the wall is not so thick as I could 
wish. He snores sometimes.” 

““But—” she persisted, looking scared 
and white, yet what was Fordham to 
her ?—“‘but I have heard him over and 
over again, Mr. Thorne. I can’t be mis- 
taken.” 

Percival was disconcerted too. He 
looked at the carpet, at his slippered 
feet—at anything but her face: “You 
have heard some one, I suppose: I don’t 
know who comes in late. Not poor old 
Fordham.” He heard Emma on the 
stairs, and hurried to meet her. Com- 
ing back with his boots in his hand, he 


| found Judith standing exactly as he had 


left her. 

“T’m sure I beg Mr. Fordham’s par- 
don,” she said with a smile. ‘One does 
make curious mistakes, certainly. That 
nice-looking old man!”’ And nodding 
farewell to young Thorne, she went 
away. 

' He did not see her again for two days, 
though he watched anxiously for her. 
Bertie came in and out, and was much 
as usual. On the third evening, as Per- 
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cival was going up stairs, she called after 
him: “Mr. Thorne.” 

He turned eagerly. 

“You lent Bertie some money a day or 
two since ?” 

Something in her voice or her look 
made Percival sure that Lisle had bor- 
rowed and spent it without her know- 
ledge, and that it was a trouble to her. 
After all, what did it matter? He would 
sell his watch and pay Mrs. Bryant. He 
could not deny Bertie’s debt, since she 
had found it out, but he could make 
light of it. So he nodded: “Yes, by the 
the way, I believe I did: he hadn't his 
purse or something.” This in a tone of 
airy indifference. 

“Tell me how much it was, please, 
and I'll pay it back.” Then he saw 
that her purse was open in her hand. 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter,” Percival said : 
“don’t pay me off in such a quick, busi- 
ness-like way, Miss Lisle. I’m not the 
milkman, nor yet the washing. Bertie 
will settle with me one of these days.” 

‘Please tell me, Mr. Thorne. I mean 
to pay it: I must.” 

“Well, I'll ask him about it, then.” 


“You know,” with a look of reproach 
and pleading. 
Percival could not deceive her, she 


looked so sorrowfully resolute. He met 
the glance of her gray eyes. “Two 
pounds,” he said; and was certain that 
she was relieved at the answer. 

“Bertie wasn’t sure it wasn’t two 
pounds ten.” 

“On my honor, no. He asked me 
for a couple of sovereigns, and I took 
it literally.” 

“If you say so, I am sure. I didn’t 
doubt you: I only told you that you 
might understand. why I asked.”” She 
put the money, a sovereign and two 
halves, into his unwilling hand. Then 
he understood her relief, for, looking 
down into the little sealskin purse, he 
saw that there was no more gold in it. 
The last ten shillings must have been 
counted out in silver, and he was not 
quite sure it would not have ended in a 
threepenny piece and some halfpence. 

“Now I am going to ask a favor,” she 
said. “Don’t lend Bertie any more, 
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please. He has been used to spend 
just what he liked, and he doesn’t think, 
poor boy! And it is only wasted. Don’t 
let him have any more.” 

“But, Miss Lisle,” said Percival, ‘if 
your brother asks me do you mean that 
I am to say ‘No’ ?” 

“Please, if you would. He mustn't 
be extravagant: we can’t afford it... He 
can’t pay you back, and if I lost any of 
my work—Mrs. Barton's lessons, for in- 
stance—I couldn’t either.” 

“You work to pay me/". exclaimed 
Percival aghast: “I won't hear of such a 
thing. Miss Lisle, you mustn't! It’s be- 
tween Bertie and myself, and I shouldn't 
be ruined if he didn’t pay me till his ship 
comes home one of these days. Take it 
back, please, and he and I will arrange it.” 

She shook her head: “No: my broth- 
er’s debts are mine.’ 

“Ah!” said Percival, with a swift: elo- 
quent glance. “Then let me be. your 
creditor a little longer: I hardly know 
what it feels like, yet.” 

“Since when has your ship come home, 
Mr. Thorne, that you can afford to be so 
generous ?” 

The blood mounted to his forehead at 
her question, but he answered quickly : 
““My ship has not come home. Perhaps 
if it had I should not dare to ask you to 
let-me help you. I feel as if our poverty 
made us all nearer together.” 

“It is not every one who would say so 
in your place,”’ Judith replied. “I am 
your debtor for those words. But we 
Lisles have wronged you too much al- 
ready: you shouldn't try to make the 
load heavier.” 

“‘Wronged me?” he faltered. 

“Did you think I did not know? My 
father had your money and ruined you: 
deny it if you can! I suspected it, and 
lately I have been sure. Oh, if Bertie 
and I could pay you back! But mean- 
while he shall not borrow from you and 
waste your earnings on his silly whims. 
If you lend him any more you may try 
to hide it from me, but I shall find it out, 
and I will pay it—every farthing. I will 
find some way, if I have to sit up every 
night for a week and work my fingers to 
the bone.” 
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“God forbid!” said Percival. “ He shall 
have no more from me. But be generous, 
and promise me that if you should want 
help, such as my poverty can give, you 
will forget old times and come to me.” 

“No, I won’t promise that. I will re- 
member them and come.” She caught 
his hand, pressed it one moment in her 
own, flung it from her and escaped. 

“Judith !”" he called after her, but she 
was gone. 

Percival went into his own room, The 
money had come just in time, for his 
landlady’s weekly account was lying on 
the table. He looked at the three coins 
with lingering tenderness, and after a 
moment’s hesitation he took one of them 
and vowed that he would never part with 
it. Yet in the midst of his ardent resolu- 
tion he smiled rather bitterly to think that 
it was not the sovereign, but one of the 
halves, he meant to keep forever. Pov- 
erty had taught him many lessons, and 
among them how to combine economy 
and sentiment. “If she had given me 
the ten shillings’ worth of silver, I sup- 
pose I should have saved the threepen- 
ny bit!’ he said to himself as he locked 
his little remembrance in his desk. 

A couple of days later, as he was walk- 
ing home with Bertie, they passed three 
or four men who were sauntering idly 
along, and Thorne felt sure that his 
companion received and returned a si- 
lent glance of recognition. He glanced 
over his shoulder at them, and disliked 
their look exceedingly. ‘‘Do you know 
who those fellows were we passed just 
now ?”’ he said. 

Bertie looked back : ‘One is the broth- 
er of a man in our choir.” 

“Hm! I wouldn’t have one of them 
for my brother at any price,” said Per- 
cival, The matter dropped, but he could 
not forget it. He fancied that there was 
a slight change in Bertie himself — that 
the boy’s face was keener and haggard, 
and there was an anxious expression in 
his eyes. But he owned frankly that he 
was not at all sure that he should have 
noticed anything if his suspicions had 
not been previously aroused. 

“Come in this evening,” said Bertie 
when they went up stairs. He leant 
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against the door of Percival’s room, 
and as his friend hesitated he called 
to his sister ; ‘‘ Here, Judith! tell Thorne 
to come and have some tea with us: 
they've let his fire out, affd his room is 
as warm and cheerful as a sepulchre.” 

“Do you think I order other people 
about as I do you?” she replied.—"“ Will 
you come, Mr. Thorne? I can, at any 
rate, promise you a fire and a welcome.” 

When she met him she was quite calm, 
tranquil and clear-eyed. Do the ripples 
of the summer sea recall that distant line, 
the supreme effort of wind and tide some 
stormy night? Percival would have 
thought that it. had been all a dream 
but for the little coin which that wave 
had flung at his feet for a remembrance. 
And he had called after her “Judith!” 
The tide had ebbed, and he did not 
even think of her as other than Miss 
Lisle. Had she heard him that even- 
ing? He would almost have hoped not, 
but that twilight moment seemed so far 
away that it must be absurd to link it 
with his every-day life. 

Apparently, she and Bertie were on 
their usual footing. Did the young fel- 
low know of that absurd mistake about 
old Fordham? Did Percival really de- 
tect a shade of dim apprehension on Ju- 
dith Lisle’s face, as if she hid an unspo- 
ken fear? As Bertie leant forward and 
the lamplight shone on his clearly-cut 
features, Percival was more than ever 
certain of the change in him. Could his 
sister fail to see it? ; 

“Bertie,” she said when they had fin- 
ished their tea and were standing round 
the fire—‘ Bertie, I’m afraid you have 
lost one of your pupils.” 

He had his elbow on the chimney- 
piece, his hand hung; loosely open, and 
his eyes were fixed upon the leaping 
flames. When Judith spoke he looked 
up inquiringly. 

“Miss Nash—Emmeline Nash,” said 
Judith. 

Percival happened to be looking at the 
fire too, and he suddenly saw Bertie’s fin- 
gers drawn quickly up. But the young 
master spoke very composedly indeed: 
“Emmeline Nash—why? Has anything 
happened ?” 
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“No: only Mr. Nash has given in at 
last, and says she may go home at Eas- 
ter for good.—She is older than any of 
the other pupils, Mr. Thorne: in fact, 

she is not treated as a pupil. But her 
father is—" 

“An old fossil,” said Bertie. 

“Well !—interested in fossils and that 
sort of thing, and a widower; so there 
has not been much of a home for her, 
and he always fancied she was better at 
school. But school can’t last for ever.” 

“Happiest time of one’s life!’ Bertie 
ejaculated. 

“Oh! do you think so?” said Judith 
doubtfully. 

“Not at all. But I believe it is the 
right thing to say.” 

“Stupid boy !—And as she will very 
soon be twenty, I really think she ought 
not to be kept there any longer.” 

“Of course Miss Nash is delighted,” 
said Percival. 

“Yes, but hardly as much so as I ex- 
pected. One’s castles in the air don’t 
look quite the same when one is close 
to them. I am afraid her home-life 
won't be very bright.” 

“Perhaps she will make it brighter,” 
said Thorne. “What is she like? Is 
she pretty ?” 

' “Yes,” said Bertie. 

Judith smiled : “One has to qualify all 
one’s adjectives for her. She is nice-ish, 
pretty-ish: I doubt if she is as much as 
clever-ish.” 

“No need for her to be any more,” 
Bertie remarked. ‘Didn’t Miss. Craw- 
ford say she would come in for a lot of 
money—some of her mother’s—when 
she was one-and-twenty ?”’ 

“Yes, five or six hundred a year.” 

“That's why he has kept her at school, 
I suppose—afraid she should take up with 
a curate, very likely.” 

“Mr. Nash is very rich too, and she is 
an only child,” said Judith, ignoring Ber- 
tie’s remark. “ But I think it has been 
hard on Emmeline.” 

Well, I’m sorry she is going,” said 
Lisle—“ very sorry.” 

“Is she such a promising pupil?” 

Thorne inquired. 


“She’s a nice girl,” said Bertie, “but 
Vor. XXII.—19 
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a promising pupil— O Lord!” He flew 
to the piano, played an air in a singular- 
ly wooden manner, and then dragged it 
languidly, yet laboriously, up and down: 
the keys. ‘Variations, you perceive.” 
After a little more of this treatment the 
unfortunate melody grew very lame in- 
deed, and finally died of exhaustion. 
“That’s Miss Emmeline Nash,” said 
Bertie, spinning round on the music- 
stool and confronting Percival. 

“It is very like Emmgline’s style of 
playing,” Judith ownedg 

“Of course it is. Let’s have some- 
thing else for a change.” And turning 
back to the piano, he began to sing. 
Then he called Judith to come and take 
her turn. She sang well, and Percival, 
by the fireside, noted the young fellow’s 
evident pride in her performance, and 
admired the pair. (Any one else might 
have admired the three, for Thorne’s 
grave, foreign-looking face was just the 
fitting contrast to the Lisles’ fair, clear 
features. The morbid depression of a 
couple of months earlier had passed, 
and left him far more like the Percival 
of Brackenhill. Poverty surrounded the 
friends and dulled their lives, but as yet 
it was only a burden, not a blight.) 

“You sing,” said Bertie, looking back. 
“I remember you were great at some of 
those old songs. I'll play for you: what 
shall it be?” 

“I’m sure I hardly know,” said Perci- 
val, coming forward. 

“Let’s have ‘Shall I, wasting in de- 
spair,’”’ Lisle suggested. “It has been 
going in my head all this morning.” He 
played a few notes. 

“No, no!” the other exclaimed hur- 
riedly—‘“‘not that.” Too well he re- 
membered the tender devotion of more 
than a year before: 

If she love me, this believe, 

I will die ere she shall grieve. 
Sissy and Brackenhill rose before him— 
the melancholy orchard-walk, the little 
hands which lay in his on that Novem- 
ber day. He felt a dull pain, yet what 
could he do? what could he have done? 
There was a terrible mistake somewhere, 
but he could not say where. If he had 





married Sissy, would it not have been 
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there? He woke up suddenly. Young 
Lisle was speaking, and Judith was say- 
ing, “Let Mr. Thorne choose.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Percival. 
“Shall it be ‘ Drink to me only with thine 
eyes’ ?” 

He sang it well. His voice was strong 
and full, and the sweet old - fashioned 
courtesy of compliment suited him ex- 
actly. The last word had scarcely left his 
lips when the door opened, and Emma 
showed in Mr. Clifton of St. Sylvester's. 

The clergyman came forward, black- 
coated, smooth-shaven, with watchful 
glances which seemed ever looking out 
for that lay co-operation we hear so much 
of now. Lisle looked over his shoulder 
and sprang up to receive him. The vis- 
itor tried to get his umbrella and two or 
three books into the hand which already 
held his hat, and one little volume fell 
to the floor. Percival picked.it up and 
smoothed the pages. “Mr. Thorne— 
Mr. Clifton,” said the young organist 
as the book was restored to its owner. 
Percival bowed gravely, and Mr. Clifton 
did not shake hands, as he would have 
done if the young man’s manner had 
been less reserved. He was lavish of 
such greetings. A clergyman might 
shake hands with any one. 

“T’ll not detain you long, Lisle,” he 
said. “But I wanted to speak to you 
about the choir - practice to-morrow.” 
And there ensued a little business-talk 
between parson and organist. Judith 
took up a bit of work and Percival leant 
against the chimney - piece. Presently 
Lisle went back to the piano and tried 
over a hymn-tune which Mr. Clifton had 
brought. The clergyman stood solemn- 
ly by. “I met Gordon a few minutes 
ago,” he said. “ He was with his brother 
and some other men of the same stamp. 
If he mixes himself up with that set, he 
must go.” 

“You'll miss him in the choir, Mr. 
Clifton,” said Bertie. 

“He must choose between such asso- 
ciates and the choir,” the other replied. 
The words were moderate enough, but 
the tone was austere. 

“Especially at Easter,” 
still playing. 


said Bertie, 
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“What of that?’ demanded the oth- 
er.: “I would rather have no choir at 
St. Sylvester’s than have men in it 
whose way of life during the week made 
a mockery of the praises they sang on 
Sundays.” 

He spoke in a low voice, and Bertie’s 
playing partially covered the conversa- 
tion. “‘ Perhaps, Mr. Clifton, if Gordon un- 
derstood how much you dager" 


the young organist began. 


“Gordon ? Gordon? it isn’t only Gor- 
don who should understand. Every one 
should understand my feeling on such a 
subject without my having to explain it. 
But I won’t keep you any longer now: 
it is getting late. Remember, seven 
o’clock to-morrow evening.” And with 
a polite remark or two to the others Mr. 
Clifton bowed himself out, with Bertie 
in attendance. The procession of two 
might have been more dignified if the 
organist had not made a face at Judith 
and Percival as he went out at the door, 
and if he had not danced a fantastic but 
noiseless dance on the landing behind 
the incumbent of St. Sylvester’s, who was 
feeling feebly in the dim light for the top : 
step of Mrs. Bryant's staircase. 

“Is anything the matter with Mr. Clif- 
ton ?”’ Judith asked when the boy came 
back and executed another war - dance 
all round the room.. “He didn’t seem 
pleased, I thought.” 

Bertie brought himself up with a grand 
flourish opposite the arm-chair, and sank 
into it: “Bless you, no! there’s nothing 
the matter with him. Tumbled out of 
bed the wrong side this morning—that'’s 
all. He does sometimes.” 

“Might have got over that by this time 
of night, one would think,” said Percival, 
looking at his watch. 

“Hold hard! you aren’t going yet?” 
exclaimed Bertie, bounding up.—“ Here, 
Judith, let’s have another song to take 
the taste of old Clifton out of our mouths. 
Whatever possessed him to come here 
to-night ?” 

They had two or three songs instead 
of one, and then Percival went off. Ju-* 
dith put her work away, shut up the piano 
and laid Bertie’s music straight. He stood 
meanwhile with his back to the dying fire, 
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Destiny will have it so, what am I that I 
should resist it ?”’ 

It is very well to toss up if you have 
already come to a decision which you 
cannot quite justify. Should the verdict 
be adverse, it is no worse than it was be- 
fore, for if you have really made up your 
mind so trivial an accident will not stop 
you. It may even be your duty to show 
that you attach no superstitious import- 
ance to it. And, on the other hand, if 
chance favors you, some of your bur- 
den of responsibility is transferred to 
the shoulders of Fate. 

So Bertie smiled, pocketed his half- 
crown, kissed his sister and went off to 
his own room, whistling on his way 
thither with peculiar distinctness and 
perseverance. 

Nearly an hour later two figures stood 
by the dim light in the penne and con- 
versed in whispers : 

“Now, my charming Lydia: how about 
that key ?” 

“T'll ‘charming Lydia’ you!"’ was the 
reply. “I like your impudence!”’ 

“T know youdo. You shall have some 
more when I’ve time to spare. But now 
I must really be off. Get me the key, 
there’s a dear girl.” 

“T can’t, then. If you want a latch- 
key, why don’t you go to ma and say so 
likeaman? There itis, and you'd have 
it directly.” 

“O most unreasonable Lydia! How 
many times must I explain to you that 
that wouldn’t do, because your ma, while 
she possesses many of the charms, is not 
quite exempt from the weakness of her 
sex: in short, Lydia, she talks.” 

“Well, what then? If I were a man 
I wouldn’t be afraid of my sister. I'd be 
my own master.” 

“So will I,” said Bertie Lisle. 

‘And I'd say what I meant right out. 
I would!” 

“Tf you knew there’d be a fuss, and 
people anxious about you, would you?” 
He yawned. “No: I'll be my own mas- 
ter, but I like to do things quietly.” 

“IT don’t care so much about that,” 
said Lydia, whose feelings were less 
delicate. To struggle openly for an 
avowed object seemed to her the most 
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natural thing in the world, and she 
would have preferred her independence 
to be conspicuous. She did not under- 
stand that with men of Bertie’s stamp it 
is not the latch-key itself, but the unsus- 
pected latch-key, which confers the lib- 
erty they love. 

“Well?” said he. 
all night?” 

“That's just what you’d betterdo. You 
won't get any good out of that lot; and 
so I tell you. You'll lose your money 
and get into nasty drinking ways: don't 
you go there any more.” 

“Upon my word, Lydia, you preach 
as well as old Clifton does.” 

“And do you just as much good, I 
dare say.” 

“Justas much. You've hit it exactly.” 

“I thought so. You aren’t the sort to 
take any heed. One may preach and 
preach—” 

“How well you understand me! No, 
as you say, I am not the sort to get any 
good from preaching. You are quite 
right, Lydia: my character requires kind- 
ness, sympathy and a latch- “key —espe- 
cially requires a latch-key.” 

“Especially requires a fiddlestick!”’ 
said Lydia; and, disregarding his smil- 
ing “Not at all,” she went on in an in- 
jured tone: “ There’s ma worrying over 
accounts, and likely to worry for the next 
hour. How am I to get a key from un- 
der her very nose ?” 

Lisle seemed to reflect: “Old Ford- 
ham doesn’t have one, I suppose.” 

“Gracious! No, not he! If you gave 
him one he'd drop it as if it was red hot. 
He thinks they're wicked.” 

There was a pause, but after a few 
moments there stole through the si- 


“Am I to stay here 


lence a sweetly insinuating voice: “Then, 


Lydia—” 

Lydia half turned away and put up 
her left shoulder. 

“Then, Lydia, I suppose you would- 
n’t—” 

“You'd better keep on supposing I 
wouldn’t.” 

“Can't suppose such cruelty for more 
than a moment—can’t really. No, lis- 
ten to me""—this with a change of voice: 
“T must go out this evening. Upon my 
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soul, it’s important. I'm in a fix, Lydia. 
I’ve not breathed a word to any one else, 
and wouldn’t for worlds, but you'll not 
let it out, I know. If I’m lucky enough 
to get out of the scrape to-night, I'll 
never get into it again, I can tell you.” 

“You will,” said Lydia. 

“IT swear I won’t. And if not—” 

“Well? if not?” 

‘‘Why, I must try another plan to get 
free. I sha’n’t like it, but I must. 
there'll be a row, and I shall have to go 
away. I'd a good deal rather not.” 

‘What sort of plan?” she asked cu- 
riously. 

“Desperate,” he answered, and shook 
his head. 

“What is it?’ Her eyes were widely 
opened in excitement and alarm. ‘You 
ain’t going to be driven to forge some- 
thing, like people in novels? Or—or— 
it isn’t a big robbery, is it? Oh, you 
wouldn’t!”’ 

The face opposite looked so smiling 
and candid and innocent that it made 
the words she had hazarded an obvious 
absurdity, even to herself, as soon as 
she had uttered them. 


“Why not a murder?” said Lisle. “I 


think it shall be a murder. Upon my 
word, you're complimentary! No, no, 
I don’t mean to try my hand at any of 
them.” She smiled, relieved. “But I 
must go out to-night. Lydia, will you 
let me in once more?” 

“Once more? You won't ask again ?”’ 

“Never again.” 

There was a pause: “ Didn’t you say 
that last time ?” 

“Lydia, you are the unkindest girl—” 

“Well, then, I will.” 

“No, you are the kindest.” 

“Just this once more. Mind, you tap 
very gently, and I'll be awake. But do 
be careful. It frightens me so!" 

When the house was full of lodgers 
the Bryants stowed themselves away in 
any odd corners. At this time Lydia 
occupied a large cupboard—by courtesy 
called a small room—close to their stuffy 
little back parlor. Lisle would go to the 
yard behind the house, which was com- 
mon to two or three besides No. 13, and 
with one foot on a projecting bit of brick- 
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work could get his hand on the sill and 
make his signal. 

“Some day the police ‘Il take you for 
a burglar,” said Lydia encouragingly. 
“Well, go and enjoy yourself.” 

“It zs a shame to keep you up so long, 
isn’t it? What do you do all the time, 
eh, Lydia?” 

“Sit in the dark, mostly, and think 
what a fool I’m making of myself.”’ 

“Don’t do that. Think how good you 
are to a poor fellow in trouble. That will 
be better—won’t it? But I must be off. 
Good-bye, you kind Lydia.” 

He stooped forward and kissed her, 
taking her hands in his. He found it 
convenient to pay his debt in this coin, 
his creditor being passably pretty. Not 
that Bertie had any taste for indiscrim- 
inate kissing. Had he had five thou- 
sand a year, and had Lydia rendered 
him a service, he would have recom- 
pensed her with some of his superfluous 
gold. But ashe only had his salary as 
organist and what he could make by 
giving music-lessons, he paid her with 
kisses instead. He had no particular 
objection, and was it not his duty to be 
economical, for Judith’s sake as well as 
his own ? 

“Go along with you!” said Lydia; and 
the young man, who had achieved his 
purpose and had no reason for prolong- 
ing the interview, stole laughingly down 
stairs, waving a farewell as he vanished 
round the corner. Lydia stood as if she 
were rooted to the ground, listening in- 
tently. She heard the door opened very 
gently and closed with infinite precau- 
tions. She still stood till she had count- 
ed a hundred under her breath, and 
then, judging that Mrs. Bryant had not 
been disturbed by his stealthy exit, she 
went down to fasten it. She was pre- 
pared with an answer if she should be 
caught in the act, but she was glad to get 
away undetected, for an excuse which is 
perfectly satisfactory at the time may be 
very unsatisfactory indeed when viewed 
by the light of later events. So Lydia 
rejoiced when she found herself safe in 
her own room, though she pursued her 
usual train of meditation in that refuge. 
She appraised Lisle’s gratitude and kisses 
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pretty accurately, and was angry with her- 
self that she should care to have them, 
knowing that they were worthless. Yet 
as she sat there she said his name to her- 
self, ‘‘ Bertie,” as she had heard his sis- 
ter call him. And she knew well that it 
was pleasant to her to be thrilled by Ber- 
tie’s eyes and lips, pleasant to feel Bertie’s 
soft palms and slim strong fingers press- 
ing those hands of hers, on which she 
had just been trying experiments with 
a new wash. Lydia looked thoughtfully 
into her looking-glass and took her re- 
flection into her confidence. ‘‘Ain’t you 
a silly ?” she said to the phantom which 
fingered its long curl and silently moved 
its lips. “Oh, you are!’’ said the girl, 
“and there’s no denying it.” She shook 
her head, and her vés-a-vds shook its head 
in the dim dusk, as much as to say, ‘‘No 
more a fool than you are yourself, Lyd- 
ia.” —‘‘ Nobody could be,” said Lydia 
moodily. 

She did not deem it prudent to keep 
her light burning very late, and she had 
a long vigil before the signal came, the 
three soft taps at her window. She was 
prepared for it. Every sound had grown 
painfully distinct to her anxious ears, and 
she had been almost certain that she 
knew Lisle’s hurried yet stealthy step as 
he turned into the yard. She crept to 
the door and opened it, her practised 
hand recognizing the fastenings in the 
dark. The light from the street-lamp 
just outside fell on Bertie’s white face. 
“What luck?’ she asked in a whisper. 

“Curse the luck!’ heanswered: “every- 
thing went against me from first to last.” 

“I told you so,” she whispered, closing 
the door. “Didn't I say that?” 

“Don’t! there’s a good girl,” said Ber- 
tie softly, somewhere in the shadows. 

Lydia was silent, and shot the bolts very 
skilfully. But the key made a little grat- 
ing noise as she turned it, and the two 
stood for a moment holding their breath. 

“All right,” said Lisle after a pause. 

“It’s late,” said Lydia. : He could not 
deny it. ‘You must take your boots off 
before you go up,” she continued. “And 
do be careful.” 


He obeyed. “Good-night,’”’ he whis- 


pered. “You'll see that girl calls me in 
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good time to-morrow? I feel as if I should 
sleep for a century or so.” He yawned 
wearily : ‘I wish I could.” 

“J ain't to be sleepy, I suppose: why 
should I be?” she answered, but added 
hurriedly, “No, no, you shall be called 
all right.” 

“You good girl!” whispered Lisle, and 
he went noiselessly away. A dim gas- 
light burned halfway up the stairs and 
guided him to his room. He had only 
to softly open and close his door, and 
all was well. Judith had not been awa- 
kened by the catlike steps of the man who 
‘was not old Fordham. She had fallen 
asleep very happily, with a vague sense 
of hopefulness and well-being. She had 
no idea that Bertie had just flung him- 
self on his bed to snatch a little rest, with 
a trouble on his mind which, had she 
known it, would have effectually banish- 
ed sleep from her eyes, and a hope of 
escape which would have nearly broken 
her heart. Her burden had been laid 
aside for a few hours, and through her 
dreams there ran a golden thread of 
melody, the unconscious remembrance 
of that evening’s songs and music. 


CHAPTER XL. 
BERTIE AT THE ORGAN. 


BERTIE was duly called, and came down 
the next morning punctually enough, but 
somewhat weary and pale. Aslight head- 
ache was supposed to account for his 
looks. Lydia complained of the same 
thing over her breakfast of bacon down 
stairs. But Fate was partial, for Bertie’s 
marble pallor and the faint shadow be- 
neath his eyes were utterly unlike poor 
| Lydia’s dull complexion and heavy, red- 
rimmed eyelids. She was conscious of 
this injustice, and felt in a dim way that 
she had proved herself capable of one 
of those acts of self-devotion which are 
the more admirable that they are sure 
not to be admired. But the longer she 
thought of it the more she felt that this 
noble deed was not one to be repeated. 
One must set bounds to one’s heroism. 
“I can’t go on losing my beauty-sleep 





in this fashion,” said Lydia to herself. 
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“I do look such a horrid fright the next 
day.” 

When Judith had gone to Standon 
Square, Bertie yawned, stretched him- 
self, got out his little writing-case and 
sat down to write a letter. He spent 
some time over it, erasing and interlin- 
ing, balancing himself on two legs of his 
chair, while he looked for stray words on 
the ceiling or murmured occasional sen- 
tences to judge of the effect. At last it 
was finished, and, being copied in a 
dashing hand, looked very spontaneous 
indeed. ‘I think that ought to do it,” 
he said to himself as he smoked his pipe, 
glancing over the pages: “I think it «2/7 
do it.” He smiled in the pride of tri- 
umphant authorship, but presently there 
came a line between his brows and a 
puzzled expression to his face: “I'll be 
shot if I know how it is to be managed 
afterward. People do it, but how? I 
wonder if Thorne knows? If law is at 
all catching, a year of that musty office 
must have given him a touch of it.” 
Lisle considered the matter for a few 
minutes, and then shrugged his shoul- 
ders: “It won't do, I’m afraid. I dare- 
n't try him. I’m never quite clear how 
much he sees and understands, nor what 
he would do. And Gordon? No.” There 
was another reverie. Finally, he arose, 
knocked the ashes out of his pipe and 
stretched himself once more: ‘I’ve got 
to depend on myself, it seems to me. I 
must set my wits to work and astonish 
them all. But oh, if yawning were but 
a lucrative employment, how easily I 
could make money and be quit of the 
whole affair!” 

Bertie took a great interest in his per- 
sonal appearance, and was frank and 
unaffected in his consciousness of his 
good looks. He caught a glimpse of 
his reflection in the bottle-green mirror, 
and stopped short in considerable anx- 
iety. ‘‘ Brain-work and these late hours 
don’t suit me,”’ he said. “Good Heav- 
ens! I look quite careworn. Well, it 
may pass for the effect of a gradually 
breaking heart: why not?” 

A glance at his watch roused him to 
sudden activity. He carefully burnt ev- 
ery scrap of his original manuscript, feel- 





ing sure that Lydia would read his letter if 
she had the chance. He looked lenient- 
ly on this little weakness of hers. “ Very 
happy to afford you what little amuse- 
ment I can in the general way,” he so- 
liloquized as he directed an envelope, 
“but I really can’t allow you to read this 
letter, Lydia my dear.” Apparently, he 
was in a distrustful mood, for, after hesi- 
tating a moment, he got some wax and 
sealed it with a ring he wore. Then, 
putting it carefully in his pocket, he toss- 
ed a few sheets of blotted music - paper 
on the table, left his writing-case wide 
open, took his hat and a roll of music, 
and went out in the direction of St. Syl- 
vester’s, trying to work out his problem 
as he walked. He was not, however, so 
deep in thought that he had no eyes for 
the passers-by, and his attention was sud- 
denly attracted by a servant-girl dawd- 
ling along the opposite pavement. He 
watched her keenly, but furtively, as if 
to make quite sure, and when she turn- 
ed down a side street he followed, and 
speedily overtook her. 

“This is lucky!” he ejaculated. “I 
didn’t expect to see you, Susan. What 
are you doing here?” 

She was a slight, plain girl, with a fair- 
ly intelligent face whose expression was 
doubtful. Sometimes it showed a will- 
ingness to please, oftener it was sullen, 
now and then merely thoughtful. Just 
at this moment, as she looked up at the 
young organist, it was crafty and greedy. 
“T’m taking a note,” she said. “Miss 
Crawford’s always a-sending me with 
notes or something.” 

“You don't mind being sent with notes, 
do you ?”’ said Bertie blandly. 

“That's as may be,” the girl answered. 

“TI should have thought it was pleas- 
ant work. At any rate, it’s as easy to 
take two as one, isn’t it?” 

“T have to take ’em, ‘cause I’m paid 
to, you see, easy or not.” 

“Oh, of course you ought to be paid.” 
His fingers were in his waistcoat-pocket, 
and some coins that chinked agreeably 
were transferred to her hand, together 
with the sealed letter. ‘You've saved 
me a walk to Standon Square,” he said. 

The girl laughed, looking down at 
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her money: “It wouldn’t have hurt 
you, I dare say. You oughtn’t to make 
much of a walk there. How about an 
answer ?”” 

“Oh, I shall get an answer when I come 
to-morrow.” He nodded a careless fare- 
well, and went a little out of his way to 
avoid Gordon’s brother, who was visible 
in the distance. 

Susan turned the missive over in her 
hand, “It’s sealed tight enough,” she 
remarked to herself. ‘‘What did he want 
to do that for?” She eyed it discontent- 
edly: “I hate such suspicious ways. 
Wouldn’t there be a flare-up if I just 
handed it over to the old maid? I 
won't, though, for she’s give me warn- 
ing, and he’s a deal more free with his 
money than she’d ever be—stingy old 
cat! But wouldn’t there be a flare-up? 
My!” And Susan, who had an ungrat- 
ified taste for the sensational, looked at 
the address and smiled to think of the 
power she possessed. 

Before she slipped the letter into her 
pocket she sniffed doubtfully at the en- 
velope, and tossed her head in scorn: 
“T thought so! Smells of tobacco.” It 


was true, for Lisle, as we know, had 
smoked while he revised his composi- 


tion. “If I were a young man going 
a-courting I’d scent my letters with rose 
or something nice, and I’d write ’em on 
pink paper—I would!’ Susan reflected. 
But Lisle was wiser. There is no per- 
fume for a young ladies’ school like a 
whiff of cigar-smoke. To that prim, 
half convent-like seclusion, where man- 
ners are being formed and the proprieties 
are strictly observed, it comes as a pleas- 
ant suggestion of something worldly and 
masculine, just a little wicked and alto- 
gether delightful. 

So Lisle went on his way to St. Syl- 
vester’s, lighter of heart for having met 
Susan and got rid of the letter. While 
it was still in his pocket nothing was ab- 
solutely settled, in spite of that half-crown 
which had represented inexorable Destiny 
the night before. But now that it was 
gone, further thought about it was hap- 
pily unnecessary, and honor forbade him 
to draw back. It was true, however, that 
he was still face to face with the difficulty 
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which had been in his mind when he met 
his messenger so conveniently. 

He caught a street Arab, and prom- 
ised him twopence if he would come 
and blow for him while he practised. 
But he began by playing absently and 
carelessly, for since the letter had been 
despatched his problem had become in- 
finitely more urgent, and it thrust itself 
between him and the music. His fingers 
roved dreamily over the keys, his eyes 
wandered, as if in spite of himself, to the 
east end of the church. All at once he 
came out with an impatient ‘How do 
people manage it?” and he finished the 
muttered question with a strong word 
and a big chord. 

A moment more, and his face is illu- 
minated with the inward light of a sud- 
den idea. He lets his hands lie where 
they happen to be, he sits there with 
parted lips and startled eyes. The idea 
is almost too wonderful, too simple, too 
obvious, and yet— “By Jove!” says 
Bertie, under his breath. 

His street Arab means to earn his 
twopence, and in spite of the silence he 
pumps away in a cheerful and conscien- 
tious manner till he shall be bidden to 
stop. The organ protests in a long and 
dolorous note, and startles the musician 
from his reverie. Forthwith he begins 
to play a stirring march, and the re- 
joicing chords arise and rush and crowd 
beneath his fingers. Has he indeed 
found the solution of his great perplex- 
ity? Apparently he thinks so. He 
seems absolutely hurried along in tri- 
umph on these waves of jubilant har- 
mony. A ray of pale March sunlight 
falls on his forehead and shines on his 
hair as he tosses his head in the quick- 
ening excitement of the moment. His 
headache is gone, his weariness is gone. 
The notes seem to gather like bands 
of armed men and rush victoriously 
through the aisles, But even as he 
plays he laughs to himself, a boyish, 
happy laugh, for this great idea which 
is to help him out of all his difficulties 
is not only a great idea, but a great 
joke. And the march rings louder yet, 
for with every note he plays his thought 
grows clearer-to his mind, plainer and 
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more feasible. There is a gay audacity 
about the laugh which lingers in Ber- 
tie’s eyes and on his lips, as if Dan Cu- 
pid himself had just been there, whis- 
pering some choice scheme of roguish 
knavery, some artful artlessness, into 
the young man’s ear. Bertie does not 
acknowledge that his inspiration has 
come in such a questionable fashion. 
He says to himself, “It will do: I feel 
it will do. Isn’t it providential? Just 
when I was in despair!’’ This is a more 
suitable sentiment for an organist, no 
doubt, for what possible business can 
Dan Cupid have at St. Sylvester's? 
Louder and louder yet pours the great 
stream of music; and that is a joke too, 
for Lisle feels as if he were shouting his 
secret to the four winds, and yet keep- 
ing it locked in his inmost soul, taking 
the passers-by into his confidence in the 
most open-hearted fashion, and laugh- 
ing at them in his sleeve. But the mu- 


sician is exhausted at last, and the end 
comes with a thundering crash of chords. 

“Here, boy—here’s sixpence for you: 
you may be off. We've done enough for 
to-day, and may go home to Bellevue 


street.” But it seems to Bertie Lisle, as 
he picks up his roll of music and comes 
down the aisle, that' Bellevue street too 
is only a joke now. 


CHAPTER XLI. 
WHERE THERE’S A WILL THERE’S A WAY. 


APRIL had come, and the best of the 
year was beginning with a yellow dawn 
of daffodils. The trees stood stern and 
wintry, but there were little leaves on 
the honeysuckles and the hawthorn 
hedges, glad outbursts of song among 
the branches, and soft, shy caresses in 
the air. Sissy Langton, riding into 
Fordborough, was delicately beautiful 
as spring itself. She missed her squire 
of an earlier April, and his absence 
made an underlying sadness in her ra- 
diant eyes which had the April charm. 
That day her glance and smile had an 
especial brightness, partly because spring 
had come, and, though countless springs 
have passed away, each comes with the 
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old yet ever-fresh assurance that it will 
make all things new; partly because it 
was her birthday, and while we are yet 
young there is a certain joy of royalty 
which marks our birthday mornings ; 
but most of all because that day gave 
her the power to satisfy a desire which 
had lain hidden in her heart through 
the long winter months. 

It was the Fordborough market-day, 
and already, though it was but eleven 
o'clock, the little town was waking up. 
Sissy, followed by Mrs. Middleton’s staid 
servant, rode straight to the principal 
street and stopped at Mr. Hardwicke’s 
office. Young Hardwicke, reading the 
paper in his room, was surprised when 
a clerk announced that Miss Langton 
was at the door asking for his father. 
He forgot the sporting intelligence in 
an instant: “ Well, isn’t my father in ?”’ 

No: Mr. Hardwicke went out about 
twenty minutes earlier, and did not say 
when he should be back. They had told 
Miss Langton, and she said, ‘“‘ Perhaps 
Mr. Henry—”’ 

Mr. Henry was off like a shot. He 
found Sissy on her horse at the door, 
looking pensively along the street, as 
if she were studying the effect of dusky 
red on palest blue—chimney-pots against 
the April sky. 

“So Mr. Hardwicke is out?’ she said 
when they had shaken hands. “I’m so 
sorry! I wanted him so particularly.” 

“Ts it important? Are you in a great 
hurry?’ said Henry. “He won’t be long, 
or he would certainly have left word— 
on a market-day especially. Could you 
come in and wait a little while?” he sug- 
gested. “I suppose I shouldn't do as 
well ?”” 

“T don’t know,” said Sissy, looking a 
little doubtfully at the tall, fresh-color- 
ed young fellow, who smiled frankly in 
reply. 

“Oh, it isn’t at all likely,” said Mr. 
Henry with delightful candor. “ The gov- 
ernor can’t, for the life of him, under- 
stand how I make so many blunders. 
I’ve a special talent that way, I suppose, 
but I don’t know how I came by it.” ~ 

“Then perhaps it had better be Mr. 
Hardwicke. If it were a waltz, now—” 
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“ But it isn’t a waltz: 
Do you 


and she laughed. 
it is something very important. 
know anything about wills?” 

He looked up in sudden apprehension : 
“Is it about a will? Mrs. Middleton’s ? 
Is anything the matter?” 

“No, it isn’t Aunt Middleton’s: it’s 
mine,”’ was the composed reply. But 
seeing relief, and almost amusement, on 
his face, she added hastily, “I can make 
a will, can’t I? I’m twenty-one, you 
know: it’s my birthday to-day.” 

“Then I wish you many happy re- 
turns of the day.” 

“Thank you, but can I make a will ?” 

“Of course you can make a will.” 

“A will that will be good?” Sissy in- 
sisted, still speaking in the low tone she 
had adopted when she began to explain 
the object of her visit. “Can I make it 
here and now?” 

“Not on horseback, I think,” said 
Hardwicke with a smile. ‘You would 
be tired of sitting here while we took 
down all your instructions. It isn’t very 


quick work making ladies’ wills. They 
generally leave no end of legacies. I 
suppose they are so good they don’t 


forget anybody.” 

“Mine won't be like that: mine will 
be very short,” Sissy said. “And I sup- 
pose I am not good, for I shall forget al- 
most everybody in it.” She laughed as 
she said it, yet something in her voice 
struck Hardwicke as curiously earnest. 
“TI will come in, I think, and tell you 
about it,”” she went on. “I want to make 
it to-day.” 

‘To-day ?” he repeated as he helped 
her to disnvount. 

“Yes. I'll tell you,” said Sissy, enter- 
ing his room, “and you'll tell Mr. Hard- 
wicke, won't you? I'll get the Elliotts 
to give me some luncheon, and then I 
can come here again between two and 
three. I shall have to sign it, or some- 
thing, sha’n’t I? Do tell your father I 
want it all to be finished to-day.” 

“Tl tell him.” 

“Tell him it’s my birthday, so of 
course I must do just as I please and 
have everything I want to-day. I don’t 
know whether that’s the law, but I’m 
sure it ought to be.” 
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“Of course it ought to be,” Henry re- 
plied with fervor. “And I think we can 
undertake to say that it shall be our law, 
anyhow.” 

“Thank you,” said Sissy. “I shall be 
so very glad! And it can’t take long. 
I only want him to say that I wish all 
that I have to go to Percival Thorne.” 

“To Percival?’ Hardwicke repeated, 
with a sensation as if she had suddenly 
stabbed him. “To Percival Thorne? 
Yes. Is that all-I am to say?” 

“That’s all. I want it all to be for Per- 
cival Thorne, to do just what he likes 
with it. That can’t take long, surely.” 

Hardwicke bit the end of a penholder 
that he had picked up, and looked un- 
easily at her: “ You’re awfully anxious to 
get this done, Miss Langton: you aren’t 
ill, are you ?” 

“Oh, I’m well enough — much better 
than I was last year,” said Sissy lightly. 
“But there’s no good in putting things 
of this sort off, you know’’—she drop- 
ped her voice—“as poor Mr. Thorne did. 
And your father said once that if I didn’t 
make a will when I came of age my 
money would all go to Sir Charles Lang- 
ton. He doesn’t really want any more, 
I should think, for they say he is very 
rich. And he is only a second cousin 
of mine, and I have never seen him. 
It’s funny, having so few relations, isn’t 
it?” 

“Very,” said Hardwicke. 

“And some people have such a lot,” 
said Sissy thoughtfully. ‘But I always 
feel as if the Thornes were my relations.” 

“T suppose so. At any rate, I don’t 
see that Sir Charles Langton has any 
claim upon you.”’ There was silence for 
a minute, Sissy drawing an imaginary 
outline on Hardwicke's carpet with her 
riding - whip, he following her every 
movement with his eyes. 

“T shall have to sign both my Chris- 
tian names, I suppose ?’’ she said ab- 
ruptly. 

“Have you two? I didn’t know. What 
is the other ?”” 

“Jane.” 

“Jane! I like that,” said Henry. “Yes, 
sign them both.” 


“Thank you. I don’t want to seem 
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like an idiot to your father. I should 
like it best if I could just write ‘Sissy’ 
and nothing else, as I do at the end of 
my letters. When I see ‘Cecilia Jane 
Langton’ I feel inclined to call out, ‘ This 
is none of I!’ like the old woman.” 

She stood up to go: “You won't for- 
get, will you?” 

“No, I won’t forget.” 

“Everything to Percival Thorne.” 

“Percival Thorne is an uncommonly 
lucky fellow,” said the young man, look- 
ing down. 

Sissy stopped short, glanced at him 
and colored. In her anxiety she had 
never considered the light in which the 
bequest might strike Henry Hardwicke. 
In fact, she had not thought of him at all 
except as a messenger. She was accus- 
tomed to take him for granted on any 
occasion. She had known him all her 
life, and he was always, in her eyes, the 
big friendly boy with whom she pulled 
crackers and played blindman’s buff at 
children’s parties. She dreamed of no 
possible romance with Henry, and did 
not imagine that he could have such a 
dream about her. He was as harmless 
as a brother, without a brother’s right to 
question and criticise. It was precisely 
that feeling which had been at the root 
of the friendliness which the Fordbor- 
ough gossips took for a flirtation. They 
could not have been more utterly mis- 
tuken. She liked Henry Hardwicke— 
she knew that he was honest and hon- 
orable and good—but if any one had 
said that he was a worthy young man, 
I believe she would have assented. And 
that is the last adjective which a girl 
would apply to her ideal. 

Sissy’s scheme had been in her mind 
through all the winter, but she had al- 
ways imagined herself stating her in- 
tentions in a business-like way to old 
Mr. Hardwicke, who was a friend of 
the family. She had been so thunder- 
struck when she found that he was out 
that she had taken Henry into her con- 
fidence at a moment's warning. She 
dared not risk any delay. It would be 
impossible to go home leaving Perci- 
val’s future insecure. Suppose she died 
that night—and she was struck with the 
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fantastic coincidence of Mr. Hardwicke’s 
second absence at the critical moment— 
suppose she felt herself dying, and knew 
that the only thing she could have done 
for Percival was left undone! She could 
not face the possibility of that agony. In- 
deed, she wondered how she had lived 
through the long hours which had elap- 
sed since the clock struck twelve and the 
day began which made her twenty-one 
—not the girl Sissy any longer, but the 
woman who held Percival’s fortune in 
her hands. How could she have gone 
away with her purpose unfulfilled ? 

When Henry said “Percival Thorne 
is an uncommonly lucky fellow,” she 
colored, but only that transient flush 
betrayed hef, for she answered readily : 
“Why, Mr. Hardwicke, what a dreadful 
thing to say to me! I hope you don’t 
have second-sight or anything horrible 
of that sort?” 

“Second-sight!"” Henry repeated doubt- 
fully, looking down at a little dangling 
eye-glass: “what's that?” 

_“Oh, you must know. Isn't it second- 
sight when you can tell if people are 
going to die? You see them in their 
winding-sheets, and they are low down 
if it will only be rather soon. But if it 
is to be quite directly their shrouds are 
wrapped round them high up. What 
was mine like, that you said Percival 
Thorne was so lucky? Up to here?” 
And, standing before him, she smiled 
and touched her chin. 

“‘God forbid!” said Henry. ‘“ How can 
you say such fearful things ?”’ 

“Oh, you didn’t see it, then? I’m very 
glad.” 

“Good Heavens! no! And I don’t 
believe it. I didn’t mean that Thorne 
would be lucky if you died /” 

“TI can’t do him any good any other 
way,” said Sissy with sweet composure ; 
“but I don’t think I’m going to die, so I 
don’t suppose I shall do him any good 
at all. Do you think this is a strange 
fancy of mine? The truth is, Aunt Mid- 
dleton and I have been unhappy about 
Percival ever since last May, because 
we know his grandfather meant to have 
done something for him. He isn’t rich, 
and he ought to have had Brackenhill; 
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so I should like him to have my money 
if I die. It is only a chance, because I 
dare say I may live fifty years or so— 
only fancy !—but I would rather Perci- 
val had the chance than Sir Charles. 
That’s all, You'll explain it to your 
father? It can’t do any harm if it does 
no good,” 

“Ohno: Isee. It can’t do any harm.” 

“And now I'll be off,” laughed Sissy. 
“How dreadfully I have made you waste 
your time! I dare say if I hadn’t been 
here you would have written ever so 
many things on parchment and tied 
them up with red tape.” 

“Oh yes, quantities!" Hardwicke re- 
plied as he escorted her tothe door. “A 
cartload at least. I’m glad you think 
I’m so industrious.” 

Standing outside, he said something 
about her horse. He did not like Fire- 
fly’s look, and he told her so. More- 
over, he threatened to tell Mrs. Middle- 
ton his bad opinion of Sissy’s favorite. 

“Nonsense !’’ she answered lightly. 
“There’s nothing to be afraid of.” But 


suddenly she turned and looked at him. 
“Don’t you really think Firefly is safe ?”’ 


she said. ‘Well, I must see about it.— 
William, I’m not going back now, and 
I think I'll walk to Mrs. Elliott’s. You 
had better meet me here at half-past 
two.” 

And with a parting glance at Hard- 
wicke she went away down the sunshiny 
street, and he stood looking after her. 
He would have liked to be her escort to 
the Elliotts’ house, but he had her mes- 
sage to deliver to his father, and he knew 
she would not permit it. Besides, to tell 
the truth, she had taken him by surprise, 
and gone away before he thought of any- 
thing of the kind. So he could only stand 
bareheaded on the office-steps watching 
her as she went on her way. But sud- 
denly his lips parted to let out a word, 
which certainly would not have escaped 
himhadhebeen by Sissy’sside. “There’s 
that Fothergill fellow!’ said Henry, rec- 
ognizing the captain’s slim figure and 
black moustache. And he turned on 
his heel and went in. 


He was quite right. It was Fothergill 
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ment, looking at the shop-windows, at 
the passers-by, at the preparations for 
the market, with quick eyes and an in- 
terest which conveyed the impression of 
his superiority to it all better than any 
affectation of languid indifference. His 
glances seemed to say, “And this is a 
country town—a market—these are farm- 
ers— people live here all their lives!” 
But when he saw Sissy Langton he came 
forward eagerly. And perhaps it was 
just as well that he was at hand to be 
her squire through the busy little street, 
for the girl was seized with a new and 
unaccountable nervousness. A bit of 
orange-peel lying in the road caused 
her a sudden tremor. Two or three 
meek and wondering cows, which gazed 
vacantly round in search of their famil- 
iar pasture, appeared to her as a herd of 
savage brutes. She looked distrustfully 
up and down the road, and waited at the 
pavement’s edge for a donkey-cart to 
pass before she dared attempt a cross- 
ing. It was just at this moment that 
the captain appeared, quickening his 
pace and lifting his hat, only too ready 
to guard her through all the perils of a 
Fordborough market-day. 

Henry Hardwicke hated reading, and 
had no particular love for the law. His 
father said he was a fool, and was inor- 
dinately fond of him nevertheless. It 
might be that the old lawyer was right 
on both points. And, dull as Henry was 
supposed to be, he was capable of del- 
icate feelings and perceptions as far as 
Sissy Langton was concerned. It seem- 
ed to him that accident had revealed to 
him a hidden wound in her heart; and 
the revelation pained him—not selfishly, 
for he had never hoped for himself, but 
because of the secret suffering which it 
implied. His one idea was to do her 
bidding, yet not betray her. He deliv- 
ered her message to his father with a 
tact of which he was himself uncon- 
scious. On his lips it became no less 
urgent, but he dwelt especially on Sissy’s 
desire to see justice done to the man who 
had been accidentally disinherited ; of her 
feeling that she owed moretothe Thornes, 
whose home and love she had shared, 


who came sauntering along the pave- | than to the Langtons, with whom she 
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shared nothing but a name; and on her 
impatience of even an hour’s delay, be- 
cause the squire’s sudden death had 
made a deep impression on her mind. 
All this, translated into Harry's blunt and 
simple speech, was intelligible enough to 
Mr. Hardwicke. The girlish whim that 
all should be done on her birthday made 
him smile, but the remembrance of God- 
frey Thorne was present in his mind as in 
hers. He did not attach much importance 
to the whole affair, and felt that he should 
not be overwhelmed with surprise should 
he hear a few months later that Sissy was 
going to be married to some one else, 
and wanted to make some compromise 
—perhaps to resign the squire’s legacy 
to Percival. To his eyes it looked more 
like an attempt at restitution than any- 
thing else. “Sheis sorry for him, poor 
fellow!’ thought Mr. Hardwicke. “She 
did not know her own mind, and now 
she would like to atone to him some- 
how.” 

Sissy came back alone at the time she 
had fixed, looking white and anxious. A 
client came out as she arrived, and five 
farmers were waiting in the office to see 


Mr. Hardwicke: therefore, though she 


was ushered in at once, the interview 
was brief. The old lawyer paid her a 
smiling compliment on her promptitude. 
“We have to advise people to make their 
wills sometimes,”’ he said, “but you are 
beforehand with us.” Sissy expressed a 
fear that she had troubled him on a very 
busy day, and he assured her that to 
blame her because her twenty-first birth- 
day happened to fall on a Friday would 
be the last thing he should think of do- 
ing. Then the girl looked up at him, 
and said that old Mr. Thorne had al- 





ways been so good to her, and she 
thought that perhaps if he could see he 
would be glad, so she could not put it 
off. She stopped abruptly, and her eyes 
filled. Mr. Hardwicke bent his head in 
silent acquiescence, the brief document 
was duly signed and witnessed, and Sis- 
sy went away, riding home as if she had 
never known what fear meant. Suppose 
Firefly threw her, what then? She had 
been to Mr. Hardwicke, and though her 
“Cecilia Jane Langton” was not all she 
could have wished, because she was ner- 
vous and Mr. Hardwicke’s pen was so 
scratchy, still there it was. And was not 
the paper, thus signed, a talisman against 
all dread. of death ? 

So her burden was lighter. But what 
could lighten the other load which lay 
on her heart? She hardly knew whether 
it were love or fear that she felt for Per- 
cival. The long days which had passed 
since she saw him had only deepened the 
impression of that summer evening when 
they parted. His reply to her entreaty 
that he would come back to her had been 
exactly what she had feared—as gentle 
as he himself had been when they stood 
face to face in the old drawing-room at 
Brackenhill, and as inflexible. If she 
could forget him—if she could learn to 
care for Captain Fothergill or Walter 
Latimer—what a bright, easy, sunshiny 
life might yet be hers! No, ten thou- 
sand times, no! Better to suffer the 
weariness of dread and doubt and long- 
ing for Percival. 

But Percival would have been aston- 
ished if he could have seen the darkly 
heroic guise in which he reigned over 
Sissy Langton’s dreams. 


[TO BE CONTINUED. ] 
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Fi arses is nothing like a wide hor- 
izon to give a boy aspirations— 
nothing like a hill-farm to give him 
hope —especially the hope of leaving 
it. In spring, on a day of expectation, 
when the warm air has not yet brought 
out the flowers, and carts go past with 
loads of young trees whose dry roots 
and branches look like emblems of old 
hopes still unfulfilled, a boy is working 
on the top of Ford Hill. The five-inch 
soil covering the solid rock that forms 
the New York hill—the first of all, per- 
haps, to show its head above the pris- 
tine waters—has nourished a lofty forest 
which, battling with everlasting winds, 
resembles a body of men strong from 
incessant toil: its elms and beeches are 
so tough they defy the forester, and are 
fit only for water-wheel shafts. Work- 
ing among these adamantine timbers, 
the boy stops to look across the broad 
and deep valley. Not at the old hill- 
quarries opposite, in whose depths snow 
lies all summer, does he look, nor at the 
hanging woods above the new piece, 
nor at the yellow farmhouse and barn; 
but higher, toward the west, where, on a 
level with his eye, ‘twixt hills like cloud- 
banks, he sees a white streak, the dis- 
tantlake. Storms are running down the 
Deerfield hills. In one of the woody val- 
leys rain-clouds have formed a mirage, 
another seeming lake, and from its bos- 
om rise to the clear, fine air of the hills 
the muffled clangor and whistle of the 
New York Central train, in the boy’s 
mind a glittering image fleeing to splen- 
did cities, and one that he longs to fol- 
low. 

A boy has no perception whatsoever 
of the poetry of farm-life: he considers 
a woodman’s work crabbed prose. The 
idea of making poetry out of any part 
of it, or out of a herder’s work either, 
is to him stark idiocy. Sheep-washing, 
for instance, is simply working a whole 
spring day in very chilly water, and 





sheep-shearing is a task at which he 
makes “ridgy” work and éndures the 
horror of seeing the gentle, thin-skin- 
ned creatures bleed under his awkward 
shears. The boy cannot conceive what 
poetry there is about oxen. From the 
moment a calf hides in the hay with 
its mother’s help, and makes believe 
there is no calf born yet, until it be- 
comes an ox, it cannot for an instant be 
considered poetic by a boy. The calf 
is a creature that insists, whenever it 
drinks, on thrusting its head to the bot- 
tom of the pail with a splash that del- 
uges the boy with milk: it drinks until it 
is out of breath, and then withdraws its 
head with another splash and an explo- 
sion of milk-steam from its nostrils— 
performances which cause the boy's 
friends to remark wherever he goes, 
“You smell of sour milk.” The boy 
likes well enough to feed the oxen their 
full measures of meal; he likes to see 
them get down on their knees to lick 
up morsels that roll into corners of the 
stable-floor; he stretches his hand in 
before them for little balls of meal they 
cannot reach with their long tongues, at 
which they draw back with a thwack 
against the stanchion, breathing hard 
and gazing at him with their large black 
eyes; and when the off ox tries to cap- 
ture the nigh ox’s portion, the boy raps 
him back to his place. Quite a pastoral 
friendship exists between the boy and the 
nigh ox, which, being continually bullied 
by the off ox, needs the boy’s protection, 
and is therefore placed next him at work. 
But, for all that, he does not see the ro- 
mance of such matters. 

The yoking of oxen is decidedly not 
matter for a flying smile to a boy. He 
lays one end of the yoke’s beam on the 
ground, lifts the other end with his right 
hand, and, waving one of the ox-bows in 
his left, cries to the nigh ox, “Come un- 
der!” The “nigh” slowly obeys, bend- 
ing its head low to accommodate the 
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boy’s stature, and permitting itself to 
be fastened by the ox-bow to the yoke. 
The boy now lifts the free end of the 
yoke’s beam as high as he can and calls 
the off ox to come under. It also obeys, 
treading deliberately with its heavy feet, 
and waiting patiently for the boy’s small 
fingers to fasten the weighty bow with a 
clumsy bow-key. Then the boy lifts the 
ponderous cart-neap and attaches it to 
the ring in the yoke—a labor that causes 
his heart to “beat like a tabor;” and 
thus the beasts are wedded to their daily 
toil. Occasionally, however, the ox will 
not come under at all, but will require 
the boy to follow it about the barnyard, 
dragging the jingling yoke and waving 
the bow with infinite fatigue; and occa- 
sionally the boy makes the mistake (no 
greater could be made) of yoking the 
off ox first. The off ox, finding a yoke 
sans yokefellow dangling at its neck, is 
much amazed, not being “broke’”’ to that, 
and takes to whirling round and round 
and galloping up and down the barnyard 
in a manner suggestive of nightmare. 
This is a circumstance that makes a 
boy hopeful of going somewhere else. 
The yoking of oxen, though difficult, 
is nothing compared with the working 
of oxen. The boy can direct his plough 
lightly along its straight furrow, antici- 
pating each movement of his oxen, and 
he can turn a corner “straight as a bug’s 
leg;”’ nevertheless, he would like those 
persons who have a Wordsworthian idea 
of following the plough along the moun- 
tain-side in glory and in joy to witness 
the struggles of a green hand learning 
to plough— of a tramp hired man, say, 
one of the sort that can’t milk and don’t 
know “haw” from “gee.” This miser- 
able being tires himself out doing noth- 
ing. He cannot lay a furrow over sod 
downward: he has to stop and turn it 
over with his hands, He leaves patches 
of turf. He does not touch up his oxen 
scientifically, the “nigh” on the head, 
the “off” on the rump: therefore they 
frequently do not move at all. His 
plough- point hits the stones, and his 
plough-handles knock him in the ribs 
and lay him out. If he is ploughing 
near the barn, which is the home of the 
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oxen, approaching it, they go like light- 
ning, and he must drop the plough and 
rush at their heads to keep them from 
running straight into the barn: leaving 
it, they creep like snails, and perhaps 
they take to “ pulling’’—that is, walking 
sidewise, with their bodies as far apart 
as possible; or to “crowding '"— leaning 
against each other over the chain that 
holds the plough to the yoke, and one 
of them gets its foot on the chain and 
proceeds on three feet. If the tramp 
hired man goes between them to adjust 
the chain, the oxen squeeze him flat, and 
one ox steps on his toe. The toe goes 
Pop! and what anguish! The ox can- 
not be made to understand that it must 
step off. No use in saying “ Highst!” 
or anything else. Nothing but kicking 
the ox in the leg with your free foot will 
stir it. In addition to these troubles of 
the ox-driver, the oxen know how to 
“turn the yoke:” they can twist their 
heads in the yoke after a fashion that 
enables them to stand facing the plough 
and staring at the driver. If they “turn 
the yoke” while drawing a cart down a 
side-hill, the cart, with the driver in it, 
slips about in front of them, and drags 
them down the gulf face foremost. The 
noisiest being on earth is a man plough- 
ing with a pair of old bulls. At night, 
when he comes home to supper, he is 
scarcely able to whisper, and the part- 
ing blow he gives his beasts is no dam- 
age to them nor consolation tohim. A 
man ploughing green sward with two old 
plugs of horses is about as miserable. 
Cows, whether the fine old “line-backs”’ 
of the hills or scrawny, beefless Alder- 
neys or milkless Durhams, have one 
merit with a boy. It is not that they 
enjoy fine weather, a good pasture and 
a green landscape—have thoughts, no- 
tice the sprouting beanfields as they 
come up to milking, and the new flag- 
staff on the green: it is that they are 
good at fighting. In every herd there 
is a queen who can vanquish all the 
rest, and a vice-queen who can van- 
quish all but the queen, and a second 
vice-queen who can vanquish all but 
the first two, and so on down to the 
weakest of the herd, who cannot with- 
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stand any of the others. Sometimes 
there is one that can defeat the queen, 
but none of the rest; and other com- 
plications occur that give diversity to 
the cow-fights. The boy has comfort 
superintending these combats. He 
encourages the cowards and helps the 
weak by drawing them forward by the 
horns to attack. When the queen stops 
the way at the bars, and will not let the 
rest through, or when she amuses her- 
self running up and down the stanch- 
ions driving away the other cows, the 
boy puts her down and relieves the 
drove of her tyranny, 

The boy oversees some fighting among 
the fowls of the hill-farm, where they still 
keep the old hawk-colored breed — 
a breed that fights to the death — not 
being over-partial as yet to Shanghais 
that won’t lay and Leghorns that won’t 
sit. On a large farm, where there are 
several barns and as many sets of hens, 
the boy cultivates the fighting qualities 
of the cocks by keeping them around 
together, and not letting them forget 
each other. The turkeys—strange birds! 
so tender in youth a spring rain kills 


them, so tough in age they roost in the 
tree-tops in winter, and come down o’ 
mornings covered with frozen sleet and 
looking as if they enjoyed it—are objects 
of no interest to the boy; but for the 
geese he has a kindness, not because 
they fight each other, but because they 


fight him. ‘“Can’t you let them geese 
alone?” is the frequent exclamation of 
the hired man in the stable to the boy in 
the mow. _ The boy is always perfectly 
willing to hunt goose-eggs: he has a bat- 
tle with the biting, shrieking, wing-flap- 
ping goose every time he takes an egg 
from her nest. When she begins to sit 
on her empty nest, it is his business to 
bring back a part of her eggs and place 
them under her, which leads to a pitch- 
ed battle. The pea-hen is a different 
creature: she keeps her nest a secret 
even from the peacock, never leaving 
it save on the wing, and approaching 
it with the greatest circumambulation. 
Nobody but the boy knows where it is. 
Should he take up her egg, though he 
might lay it down exactly as it was be- 
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fore, she would never lay another egg 
there. This he knows. He is acquainted 
with many things other people have no 
idea of. He knows how a roost of poultry 
looks at morning dusk, when, if you enter 
the barn, the entire roost turns one eye 
at you, and then for an unknown cause 
simultaneously shakes its head. He 
knows how hens catch mice in the hay- 
mow—how they gnaw the sucking pigs’ 
tails to the bone (the hired man says they 
need the meat). He knows how to ob- 
tain bumblebees’ honey, paying for this 
information with an ear like a garnet po- 
tato, one of the sort that “biles up mel- 
ler ;’’ and he knows how to find mush- 
rooms. Life for a boy on an upland farm 
is to labor, to abstain, to sweat and to be 
grievously cold (see Horace) ; neverthe- 
less, there comes a soft spring dawn 
when on the rich spots of the sheep- 
pasture he finds a bushel of mushrooms, 
snow-white on their tops and pink un- 
derneath, crisp, tender, rising full grown 
from the moist earth, and lifting bodily 
away the chips and leaves that overlay 
them. He brings this treasure home. 
He inverts the mushroom-cups in a clean 
frying-pan, fills each one with butter and 
a pinch of salt, cooks them gently a few 
minutes—dishes them. Then he dashes 
more butter and some water from the 
tea-kettle into the frying-pan—for he is 
as fond of gravy as “ Todgers’ boarders” 
— pours this over the mushrooms, and 
sits down to a feast that has some poetry 
about it. 

The boy brings a sharp appetite to his 
few pleasures, All agreeable thoughts 
float in his mind during his summer 
nooning doze when he lies on the grass 
after dinner waiting for the sun to strike 
the west side of the farmhouse chimneys, 
which, standing square north and south, 
serve for sun-dials. And in haymaking, 
when he is “mowing away” far above 
the ‘purline beam” in the barn as fast 
as a man in the hayrack can toss the 
hay up to him, and the air is heated like 
a furnace by the hot haymaking sun on 
the shingles close above his head, and 
his shirt is full of timothy-seed, and he 
is almost dying with exhaustion, sudden- 
ly he hears the sound of rain pattering 
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on the roof. The hay in the meadow 
will be spoiled, but down he slides to 
enjoy an hour’s rest in the cool lower 
world of the barn-floor. And when the 
Fourth of July comes, and the farm-boys 
gather at The Corners and fire off old 
shot-guns, pistols, an anvil, a cannon 
and empty thread-spools, then and there 
is the poetry of the whole harvest-season 
forthe boy. The harvest-moon, bringer 
of hot days and “bammy” nights to 
glaze the corn, may be the admiration 
of many, but is not so to the boy. It is 
accompanied by a special grievance to 
him: at the end of days’ works that take 
the tuck out of him to the last fragment 
he has to go for the cows, and to come 
home late after everybody else has wash- 
ed up and is partly through supper. The 
hunter’s moon too, large, mild and beam- 
ing though it may be, is a thing of dis- 
gust to the boy, for it marks the begin- 
ning of the season when, after chores 
are finished and the men are sitting 
comfortably around the kitchen fire, he 
has to split kindlings in the woodhouse 
for the hired girl, and to fill the four 
wood - boxes with which the hill farm- 
house warms its kitchen, dining - room, 
nursery and parlor. 

The hill-farmer’s mind is rich in sug- 
gestions of work fora boy. After hay- 
ing, harvesting and everything else is 
done, you will find that lad down cellar 
of a dark morning by the light of a tal- 
low candle cutting bushels and bushels 
of potatoes for the cows with a “slice” 
—one of those antique long iron shov- 
els used about a brick-oven. You will 
find him foddering forty head of cattle 
before school-time in the morning, ris- 
ing at four o'clock for the purpose, and 
going over the work again after school; 
and if he does not ride to the woods on 
Saturdays with the choppers, the farmer 
calls him “dreadful slack." The boy 
would like to get the work all finished 
some time, but on a hill-farm there is 
no hope of being done save the hope 
of being done with it entirely. There is 
always plenty of work for the boy. In 
the vast, dark, lofty, cathedral-like or- 
chard, whose untrimmed, mossy trees 


bear profusely on their interlacing 
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branches the small fair apples for 
countless barrels of cider, there is work 
for him. There is plenty of work at the 
cider-mill or in boiling down the sweet 
cider over the bonfire that cheers the 
damp fall weather. 

In fact, his tasks are endless. Per- 
haps it is raining like suds. The sun 
for several weeks has reminded the 
hired man of a drop of hair-oil on a 
basin of water. The only weather-sign 
that occurs to any one is the old Indian 
one: “Cloudy all around, and pouring 
down in the middle.” You might sup- 
pose no work could be done in such 
weather. It is then the farmer starts 
the boy off with five hundred dollars in 
his pocket to pay various husbandmen 
for cattle, and with directions to make 
a détour on his way back collecting 
moneys due for other cattle, stopping 
at the Chittaninny Tavern to meet a 
man who will have a sum of cash ready 
for him there. The Chittaninny Tavern 
is in a cutthroat neighborhood. The man 
with the cash pays it at the bar in the 
presence of a crowd of ruffians, the bar- 
tender looking over the boy’s shoulder, 


| and a loafer follows him out to his horse, 


shows him a pistol and asks him if he 
hasn't “one of them things.” While the 
boy dashes homeward through the rain 
and night, pursued in imagination by 
the man with the pistol, he makes up 
his mind that a well-lighted city is the 
place for him to do business in. 
Should the rain lessen, the farmer and 
the boy set out for town with a herd of 
cattle. Having disposed of the herd, on 
their homeward way, toward nightfall, the 
boy, who has walked, as near as he can 
guess, four hundred miles around the 
cattle in the November mud, is dismay- 
ed to see the farmer stop at a house by 
the wayside. There are more cattle to 
be bought and driven home. The mas- 
ter of the wayside house is in some re- 
mote pasture, whither the boy runs to 
fetch him. After a long bargain with 
this man the farmer pulls out a roll of 
bills, pays down a round sum, a fresh 
creature is brought out to the road, and 
again they pursue their homeward way. 
It is a young heifer this time—most dif- 
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ficult of animals to drive. She runs like 
a deer: in a minute she is far ahead of 
the boy. She takes the wrong road: the 
boy makes frightful efforts to overtake 
her—enters the fields to follow her un- 
seen, and cuts across lots to head her 
off. She, being a bright creature, is 
aware of his manceuvres. She watches 
him over the fences, and contrives to 
keep beyond his reach, spite of all he 
can do. To hold her on the homeward 
route is a miracle: still, the trio of farm- 
er, boy and heifer do manage to reach 
the home village, where the farmer, who 
is riding in his carriage, stops at the bank 
and tells the boy to be “boss and all 
hands’’ and go on alone with the heif- 
er. This is terrible. Night is at hand, 
the demoniac beast is wilder than ever, 
and the boy knows that, though palpi- 
tating with fatigue through all his frame, 
there are the chores at home yet for him 
todo. Well, it is then he determines to 
go on a whaling-voyage or to go and be 
a stoker for a steam-engine, or a boiler- 
maker, or a tramp, or anything but a boy 
on a farm; and so hope grows strong in 
his heart. 

An old hill-farmer must be beloved of 
Hermes, he so understands the arts of 
gain. If he wants to buy anything, he 
takes a sap-bucketful of eggs to the vil- 
lage, and makes a point of bringing back 
a part of the money. When in town he 
does not dine at a tavern, but on some 
crackers and cheese: he says baker’s 
bread tastes like wasps’ nests, and city 
fare in general is light and dry. He 
saves more picking up horseshoes when 
the snew melts than many persons do 
in all their lives. He works all the year 
round: he thrashes in midwinter with 
the thermometer below zero. The hard 
times affect him no more than a fly would 
arhinoceros. This is perfectly exasper- 
ating to the poor spendthrift, good-for- 
nothing, lazy part of the community. 
The tramp hired man is particularly 
mad about it; he declares the old farm- 
er wants him to work all day for a sheep’s 
head and pluck, and sleep under a cart 
at night. The tramp hired man enter- 
tains inverted financial ideas, and a creed 
that would probably read, “Strike a man 





on his right cheek, and if he don’t turn 
his left, boot him ;’”’ and the tramp hired 
man lies en grand—tells lies two days 
long when he finds a listener. 

The old hill-farmer never wastes nor 
wears out things. He has a coat for 


- butchering-days that belonged to his 


great-great-grandfather who fought in 
the Revolution, and he has an ancient 
tin lantern that he considers valuable. 
He almost quarrels with the young farm- 
er about his corrugated glass lantern and 
his large, brilliant, one-paned lantern 
with the polished concave tin back, 
and his brass-mounted globe lantern: 
they have resplendent lanterns on the 
hills. The old farmer says they will 
blow up or smash up, whereas his an- 
cient tin lantern is safe. The old man 
does not see the boy shinning up a post 
in the horse-barn (there is no staircase 
—nothing but a few pegs stuck over the 
horses’ heads by which to climb to the 
hay), the tin lantern swinging on his 
arm, its door open and candle flaring. 
Nor does he see the boy attempt to in- 
crease the lantern’s light by filling it 
with dry leaves. ‘‘ What has that darn- 
ed Irishman been up to now?”’ says the 
old farmer, finding it unsoldered on its 
shelf. 

“The mill-streams that turn the clap- 
pers of the world arise in solitary places.” 
The old hill-farmers are lovers of their 
country. Their carefully-saved money 
and their patriotism sustained our great 
war. Whoever was a boy on a hill-farm 
during the war remembers the neigh- 
bors stumbling over the stony roads at 
twilight, when the day’s work was done, 
to hear the daily paper read at the farm- 
house on The Corners, eager to know the 
worst or the best every night. Hugh used 
to hold the candle, while Mark read in 
a slow, understanding voice about the 
marching, fighting, wavering, conquer- 
ing of those days, now less remember- 
ed than the /Zad, when we warmed our 
hearts at the blaze of war. At every new 
local name, “Stop !’’ the old farmer used 
to say : “let’s see where that is. Get the 
map.—Hugh, hold the light.—There "tis, 
by that grease-spot—not the tallow-spot 
Hugh just dropped—the spot where peo- 
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ple have put their fingers around Wash- 
ington.” Such a prodigious trampling 
of fingers on the map followed our ar- 
mies to battle! What a memory it is to 
have in the mind! 

The old farmer of the hills, however 


frugal, fosters some luxuries: one is. 


horses. He has plenty of them, fat and 
slow from careful usage, and for the most 
part spotless bays. 
Four white feet and a white nose, 
Skin him and give his body to the crows, 

says the man of the hills. Melvine, 
a great horse-breeder, one day took 
sides in a quarrel between a horse and 
its master, fought the man for abusing 
his horse—fought him hard and long: 
‘twas ‘“‘t’other and which” with them for 
awhile. “I wouldn’t have done it,” said 
his neighbor, Squire Greffern: ‘I would- 
n't have fought the man. _I’d have rea- 
soned with him kindly. I'd have said, 
‘See here, now, this horse isn’t to blame: 
he ain’t human,’ says I, ‘and you ought 
not to abuse him,’ says I. And says I, 
‘You ought to know better than to hurt 
ahorse: it injures him,’ says I. ‘He has 
more sense than you have’ (getting ex- 
cited). ‘You deserve to be licked your- 
self, by hoky! Why, Gosh Almighty ! 
get out, or I'll thrash the daylights out 
of your darned rotten hide!’’’ So end- 
ed the squire’s reproof. 

The old hill-farmer has an old dog 
grown from indulgence, like his horses, 
in the habit of going his own gait. He 
will trot to church on Sundays, and trot, 
trot, down the aisle after meeting has be- 
gun, or, if he likes, up into the gallery. 
When two of these obstinate old dogs 
once met before the pulpit they indulged 
in a whirlwind of fight. The minister re- 
quested the sexton to put them out, but 
they showed him their teeth and fought 
until satisfied. Then the minister admin- 
istered a grave rebuke to the farmers for 
desecrating the house of God by bring- 
ing dogs to church. Whether the dogs 
understood it or not, one of them never 
went to church again. 

Another luxury of the hill-farmer is 
unabridged hospitality. He would agree 
with Doctor Johnson that nothing pro- 
motes happiness so much as conversa- 
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tion. Blazing fires—beacons of company 
—often flame up his best rooms’ chimney- 
stacks, pouring their blue wood-smoke 
highin the clear air of the hills. Tltanks- 
giving Day in the hills would do for a 
festival in honor of Jupiter, the patron 
of friendship, ‘tis a day of such hospital- 
ity. It is the only day of the year when 
the boy has enough to eat. Not that 
there is not plenty all the year round. 
It is always jam and never sats with 
the boy, to borrow Tom Hood's joke. In 
killing-time they put down hecatombs 
of beef in snow and of ham and sausage 
in hot lard, and they have stores of cod- 
fish to be cooked with cream, and of 
chickens for potpies; which are never 
made properly, for some mysterious rea- 
son, save by a farmer’s wife. A fearful 
fate, though, has been known to befall a 
farmhouse among the wintry hills when 
the farmer’s wife has put too much sage 
in the sausage. Too much sage all win- 
ter,ah! Nothing short of being “‘clyed,” 
as the farmer’s wife pronounces it, will 
satisfy a boy who works on the hills; and 
that he is on Thanksgiving. 'Tis a day 
of perfect bliss to him, when he sleeps 
long, and after his morning’s work is 
done goes to skate in his best clothes 
on a very glary pond where a crowd of 
other boys are skating. He skates until 
he is tired and hungry, and comes home 
late, stopping on the way to climb the 
fences of the orchards in search of fro- 
zen apples, delicious food to his famish- 
ed lips. When he reaches home the tur- 
key smells away out to the gate, and in 
the kitchen everything is all cluttered up 
and “‘t’other end to,” and dinner is no- 
where near ready yet. "Tis a joyous hour 
for the boy when it is ready, and for the 
hired man too. The hired man’s pleas- 
ure is somewhat damped by hearing the 
hired girl remark that his mouth is like 
a barn-door with a load of hay in it. 
“T declare for it if taint,” says she. He 
informs her that she is always “ bellerin’."” 
about something, and she requests him 
not to be so “‘putchy;”’ nor does that end 
the matter. Guests like the Melvines of 
Melvine Farm, the Bligh boys of Bligh’s 
Corners, the Plunkett girls and Deacon 
Buckingham’s hired girl, and Yem Fin- 
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ny and Sam Bab’s folks, are the kind to 
invite to a party. They are the kind to 
keep up a rumble of talk in the parlor, 
and in the other rooms a rush of games 
—Hide the Handkerchief, Hunt the Slip- 
per, and so on: Achilles’s troops did not 
play Whirl the Platter on the sands of 
Troy with a greater gusto. 

Very hospitable people are not partic- 
ular as to who comes to see them, if only 
some one comes: therefore, pack -ped- 
dlers, stove-peddlers, drovers, the old 
crazy man and the old crazy woman, 
and other wanderers, are welcome at 
the hill farmhouse. These vagabonds 
come from all directions—up the Red 
Mill road, down from Windy Row, over 
from the Huddle and the Hollow, and 
across from Ranger’s Field Centre, some- 
times meeting two or three together. The 
boy is glad to see them, particularly the 
peddlers, they bring such an uproar of 
talk withthem. The brown Bohemian or 
Hungarian receives a bombardment of 
questions at the farmhouse that breaks 
all bounds to his loquacity: he tells ev- 
erything he knows of foreign lands, as 
well as news of what is going on in ten 
counties round. Two only of the vagrant 
tribe the boy dislikes, the colporteur and 
the travelling Spiritualist—two cold, shab- 
by, sniffling beings, each wrapped in a 
shawl and each driving an old horse af- 
flicted with poll-evil. Whenever the boy 
goes to put up one of these men’s horses 
he wants to break his wagon and whip, 
and he does give them a few ferocious 
shakes in the solitude of the stable. The 
boy worships the clockmaker, who comes 
once a year on a Saturday and stays over 
Sunday, mending all the clocks in the 
house, the tall, timeworn wooden one up 
in the boy’s bedroom as well as the rest. 
This fellow has a taste for pugilism. 
While working at the clocks he holds 
discussions with the hired folks about 
Heenan, Sayers, Morrissey, dogs, cocks 
and horses, and lets out secrets about 
mills coming off in London and New 
York next week. This is delightful. But 
once let the horse-pitchfork man arrive, 
and there is a regular sitting up at night, 
a grand debauch of talk on politics, pat- 
ent-rights, improved agricultural imple- 





ments and other themes, the whole in- 
terspersed with original jokes. The old 
farmer is obtuse about jokes— 


An owl might make him laugh, if only it would wink, 


but nothing less could—yet the horse- 
pitchfork man’s jokes penetrate him. 
The boy thinks it dull when there is no 
company at the farmhouse of a winter 
evening. He then sets a pitcher of cider 
to warm by the fire, and makes himself 
as comfortable as he can over a book. 
The few books he reads are fastened 
minutely in his memory. He obtains 
The Perfect Gentleman from the district 
school library, and thenceforth knows 
what is proper behavior for an English- 
man under all circumstances. He reads 
The Vestiges of Creation, and in after life 
is amazed to find half the world fighting 
the ancient theory of evolution. His 
love of society causes him to plunge 
into the vortex of the mite society and 
singing school if he has anything de- 
cent to wear. Cheerfully he works in 
pantaloons whose legs have been cut off 
and turned hind side before, in order that 
the thin and faded places may come on 
the back of his legs and the unfaded ones 
on his knees; contentedly he sustains 
them by one saspender twisted from a 
solitary button in front around to an- 
other on his right side: he knows the 
farmer’s wife has no time to take care 
of his clothes. But when old Mrs. Ly- 
burn, a woman who can no more design 
a suit of clothes than a theatre-ceiling 
fresco, is commissioned to maké him a 
coat out of an old goose-green overcoat, 
and a pair of trousers out of some thick, 
old light cloth breeches, and when she 
cuts the legs of those breeches off at top 
and bottom, leaving them broad enough 
for a Turk, with pockets like large bags 
hanging down inside of them, then the 
boy rebels and refuses to go anywhere. 
If he goes he takes his road through 
Stone’s Woods, and comes home the 
back way by the wagon-house. The 
boy has grit, real grindstone grit: there- 
fore he keeps this up, and sooner or later 
he has it out with the old farmer about 
his clothes. ‘Well, well, don’t rare and 
pitch like a flax-break: we'll see about 
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it,’ says the old gentleman. The old 
farmer takes the boy to town and buys 
him a sleek, shiny black suit—the coat 
is a long-waisted, long-tailed frock—and 
he adds a pair of good “stubbid”’ shoes, 
having strings made of leather. 

“You're stuck, and stuck bad,” says 
the hired man compassionately when he 
sees the suit. A boy who is as keen asa 
brier and smart as a whip cannot be ex- 
pected to wear “humbly” clothes for ever. 
A neat suit made by the village tailor, and 
a necktie, hat and boots that put him into 
positively ethereal spirits, are articles that 
he finally attains. In these clothes he 
joins the debating society and the choir. 
Saul Lapham, a friend of his, plays the 
cornet at the choir-rehearsals. Saul lays 
down the dignity of a human being to puff 
out his cheeks, bulge his eyes and grow 
red in the face blowing a brass horn. 
Saul is a tyro in the businéss—can’t 
blow softly, though he tries hard to do 
so, and completely drowns the singers ex- 
cept when he breaks down, which occurs 
rather often, to their extreme relief. The 
little spats and sensations of the choir- 
rehearsals are entertainment for the syl- 
van boy. One evening Miss Tway was 
so “worked up” about failing in a solo 
she was trying to sing that she fainted 
twice, the first time with her mouth shut, 
the second time with it open; and Saul, 
not knowing what else to do, put a gum- 
drop into it, which offended Miss Tway, 
for she thought it was his finger. 

The lad is a gallant figure in his new 
suit galloping on horseback from his 
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highlands down to the village on the 
flats to attend some rustic diversion. In 
the tavern ballroom there is a little stage 
with a curtain hung across it, and on that 
stage the boy sees the most charming per- 
formance he ever beholds. It consists 
of a regular play, with a ballet between 
the acts, and a minstrel performance in- 
troducing the celebrated scene of a negro 
teaching another negro to tune the ban- 
jo, where the pupil climbs up the back 
of his chair while endeavoring to ascend 
the scale; and all ending with a puppet- 
show, the whole being done by three 
young fellows. “Why-ee! twas won- 
derful!’’ says the boy. 

Balzac remarks: “People who are very 
happy are naturally stupid.” Perhaps it 
is because he is not stupid that the boy 
is unhappy on the many-fountained hills. 
The longed-for evening soon appears— 
his last on the farm. He sleeps no mo- 
ment that night in his soft farmhouse bed 
under homemade blankets hemmed with 
woollen thread. He does not know that 
he will be homesick for his old bedroom 
—homesick for the Gothic chest, the pic- 
ture from Zhe Pirate and Three Cutters, 
and the toilet-table holding nothing but 
a hairbrush, which, with its half dozen 
bristles, resembles a Captain Cook club. 
He will be homesick for the very closet 
under the roof that makes his clothes 
smell of hops, wool and dried apples. 
How glows the morn when he leaves! 
He goes to success, for he carries power 
—power as great as Fate. 

Mary DEAN. 
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_o. in contemplation lost, 
I stood upon a castled height, 
Dark-beetling o’er a lurid tarn 
That glassed the brow of night. 


Between the icy flash of stars, 
Above me sprinkled and beneath, 
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The silence of the listening air 
Was counterfeit of death. 


No cloud upon the naked sky, 
No ripple on the lake below; 
But o’er the sluggish waters hung 

A phosphorescent glow, 


That suddenly, all quivering wan, 

As smitten with the throes of birth, 
Upheaving, vanished, to reveal 

A phantom not of earth— 


A lily wonderful as light, 
Unfolded on the balmy deep, 

And, cradled in its bosom, lay 
A presence lost in sleep. 


And tenderly a star remote 
Shed holy lustre o'er the place 
Where innocence and peace displayed 
‘Such unimagined grace 


That e’en the calm celestial orb, 
-Enamored of the dream below, 

With tremulous emotion pale 
Diffused a milder glow. 


And I beheld, in mystery, 
The secret of my vision fair— 
That of a relic sprung the flower 
That bore its image there. 


And from the watchful star above— 
The dwelling of a spirit fled— 
That faithful sentinel of love 
Its vacant shrine surveyed, 


And knew, through all transition seen, 
Its place and habitation dear, 

Still waiting, in the throb of hope, 
Its resurrection here. 


Long had I gazed; but, lo! a cloud, 
Down-sweeping as a bird of night, 
O’erwhelmed me, and the phantasy 
Was blotted from my sight. 
Joun B. Tass. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


T was the tenth of November when 

my accident happened: it was late 
in February before I again sat up and 
began to feel once more that I belong- 
ed to the world of flesh and blood, and 
to take in slowly, with unaccustomed 
mind and ear, sights and sounds out- 
side the monotonous world of pain where 
I had lived so long that I felt bitterly I 
had earned the right to die. Few glimpses 
of light had enlivened the terrible black- 
ness of my cruel experience: they had 
all come from my mother’s smile. Oc- 
casionally, for a few moments when I 
lay with my head upon her breast, I was 
reinspired with a desire to live; but at 
most times a settled sense of suffering 
and gloom cut me off from every sweet 
source of comfort in life. But after I 


had sat up once—once parted with the 
dreary prospect of the chintz and lace 
which curtained my bed—I was a little 


stronger. Deep was the silence of the 
icebound shore that day, sparkling the 
blue waters across which the sun mark- 
ed a glittering track. My mother sat be- 
side me, and Helen knelt by my reclin- 
ing-chair watching my face with eager, 
earnest eyes, divining every wish and fore- 
seeing all my needs. She served me with 
such an enthusiasm of devotion that in 
my morbid state, with every nerve strain- 
ed to its highest tension, I suffered mere- 
ly in looking at her. But Dr. Sharpe 
himself had begged me to let her stay 
with me, because she fretted so when 
away from me. I had but one wish in 
life, it seemed to me—to get back to 
Belfield. The luxury with which I was 
surrounded was an oppression to my 
every sense. I was fed from priceless 
porcelain, and the markets were ran- 
sacked to find dainties for my taste; my 
room was freshly decorated every day 
with flowers, both cut and growing in 
pots, and the air was heavy with their 
Scents; forced fruits from the green- 
houses, heaped in silver baskets on ev- 





ery table toward which I turned, tempt- 
ed my dull appetite. I wanted my old 
room at home: I wanted to lie in my 
hard narrow bed and see the walls flush 
with the reflection of the dawn in the 
east—to have Carlo lift the latch of my 
door, and enter stealthily and stand at 
my bedside, wagging his tail and look- 
ing up at me with his solemn brown 
eyes as he waited for me to stretch out 
my hand, that he might lick it all over for 
his good-morning. There, in those dear 
familiar places, I should be able to think 
over the evil that had come upon me 
—might perhaps, out of all my broken 
threads, regather one or two. 

For from the first I had been told the 
trials I was to confront. My life had 
been saved, although it was at first de- 
spaired of, but I must be permanently 
lame. It had been a most unlucky fall 
for me, but a glorious case for the sur- 
geons — fractures and compound frac- 
tures, broken ribs and dislocated shoul- 
ders. In old times, when I had planned 
out my future, I had said that I would 
be a surgeon when I grew up; but now, 
although all my doctors—and my expe- 
rience of doctors had come to be as wide 
as most people’s—had been most patient, 
tender and untiring in their study and 
treatment of my case, I resigned with- 
out one murmur my wish to enter the 
profession. 

One morning, while I was still abso- 
lutely helpless, a fierce gleam of light re- 
flected up from the sea shot athwart my 
face. Helen sprang up and carefully ad- 
justed shades and curtains. 

“You are a kind little nurse, Helen,” 
said I. “What does the new governess 
think of the way you spend your time ?” 

“Oh, Mademoiselle Lenoir quite en- 
joys it,”” returned my mother, laughing: 
“she sits about reading novels and eat- 
ing bonbons. _I will go and see what she 
is doing now.” 

“Do, mother,” said I, ‘and take a 
walk in the greenhouses yourself. — 
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Helen, you'll take good care of me, 
won't you?” 4 

She flung her arm about my neck and 
pressed her quivering lips against my 
hair. 

“T wish I could do something for you,” 
she cried plaintively. 

“But you do a great deal, Helen. Of 
course my mother does everything best 
of any one, but you come next.” 

She gave me a piteous little smile. “I 
wish I could do something better than 
any one else,” she whispered: “it was 
all my fault.” 

“Now, dear little girl, I shall send you 
away if you say that any more. Nothing 
was your fault—nothing. Don’t take up 
that weary strain again. I want you to 
tell me all about that morning, though: I 
never heard yet how you came to be on 
the cliff at all. Your grandfather had 
forbidden you to go there.” 

Her lips still quivered. “I am afraid 
I shall cry,” she said with a little gasp. 

“You must not cry: it does me harm 
to see anybody cry,” I answered impe- 
riously. ‘‘ Now tell me about it all.” 


She regained her self-command at 
once: “Georgy asked me about the 


cliff, and I told her that grandpa said 
I was never to go there—never. But 
she took me by the arm and pulled me: 
she pulled me hard—she is stronger than 
I am,” said the poor little mite. It was 
not difficult to guess the remainder of the 
story from the child’s disjointed words: 
she struggled not to blame her cousin. 
Georgy, on reaching the brow of the pre- 
cipice, had amused herself by throwing 
stones down the ravine, that she might 
enjoy their rumble and clatter. When 
this too mild pleasure shortly palled 
upon her, she tried to induce Beppo, the 
delicate Italian greyhound, to go down, 
and finally, vexed with him for not seek- 
ing such a form of suicide, she flung him 
over—half in sport perhaps, for Georgy’s 
pastimes were sometimes rather savage. 
He regained his footing before he was 
swallowed up in the abyss, and stood on 
the little shelf of rock thirty feet below, 
whining at first in entreaty, then howling 
in such abject terror that Helen, broken- 
hearted at such misery, slid fearlessly 
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after him, but found herself unable to 
retrace her steps. 

“Did not Georgy try to help you?” I 
asked. 

“I don’t think she did,” answered 
Helen, fixing her great eyes upon me. 
“She kept calling to me at first not to 
be a coward and to come back. Then 
she ran away, and I did not see her 
any more until—” 

““How many times did you call me?” 
I asked. 

“T don’t know. I seemed to know you 
would come, but I felt afraid I could not 
hold on any longer. Just when I was 
tired out I heard you coming.” 

I had some stirrings of curiosity about 
my own fate. 

“Did you send the people after me ?” 

“When I saw you going down,” said 
she, growing pale even to her lips, “I 
could not move at first. I was not sure 
what I ought to do. Then I remember- 
ed, and ran as fast as I could to papa. 
I forget what came afterward. I remem- 
ber that grandpa was holding me in his 
arms and crying very much, and that 
papa and Mills and all the men were 
bringing you across the lawn.” 

“Don’t tell me any more,” said I 
quickly: “I can’t quite bear it.” 

It was late in April when I finally went 
back to Belfield, and even by that time 
I was so far from possessing strength or 
health that not only Mr. Floyd accom- 
panied me, but Dr. Sharpe and Mills 
as well. Jack Holt and Harry Dart and 
Tony Thorpe came about me at once: 
all the good people of Belfield throng- 
ed to bring me something — words of 
comfort and cheer, jellies, Easter lilies, 
cakes and oranges—but the one I had 
most longed to see did not come. Once 
more at home, I grew stronger both in 
body and mind: the spring-time did me 
good, although welling up within me all 
the time, so imperiously, so irresistibly, 
that I never entirely lost the pain, was 
the thought that never before had I fail- 
ed to watch the first uncoilings of the fern- 
fronds beneath the dead leaves of the for- 
mer year; the willow catkins, the fra- 
grant arbutus, all the signs of inspira- 
tion from the earliest breaths of spring 
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in the hedges and meadows and woods 
about Belfield. But still, as I lay on my 
sofa and tried four times a day the great 
feat of crossing our parlor from wall to 
wall, I could guess all the beautiful things 
that were going on out of doors, and I 
was happier for the coming summer- 
time, for is any state so sombre, any 
grief so unquenchable, any burden of 
despondency so oppressive, but that the 
divine gladness of the awakening earth 
stirs it with its revivifying breath? My 
misfortune did not inspire me with mys- 
tical, heavenly resignation, but I began 
to be able to look its results in the face. 

“Nothing so hampers us in life as the 
failure to accept our fate with courage,” 
my guardian said to me once. “Be as 
brave as you can. Do you remember 
what Medea says in reply to that cruel 
reminder of her losses? —‘ Husband, 
countrymen, riches, all gone from you: 
what remains ?? She answers, ‘Medea 
remains.’ " 

It had become evident to me, without 
interrogations on my part, that my mother 
and Mr. Floyd had resigned at least all 
present hopes of marriage. All their 


thoughts seemed to be centred in me, 
and I felt myself a hinderance in their 


plans of happiness. So, while I was still 
holding my guardian’s hand, I reminded 
him of our talk on the bluff that far-off 
November morning. 

“Do you think I would take your moth- 
er from you too, my dear boy?” said he 
bluntly. “Do you think she would come 
to me if I wanted to take her?” 

“But it seems too much of a sacrifice.” 

“Get well, then, at once,” Mr. Floyd ex- 
claimed, laughing. ‘‘Assoon as you can 
walk up the church-aisle all the Belfield 
wedding-bells shall ring their loudest.” 

Jack Holt brought me some white roses 
one day in June, which I knew could 
never have grown anywhere in Belfield 
except against the eaves of a certain 
Gothic cottage. I asked him if Georgy 
sent them, and why she never came to 
see me. 

“T have wondered too why she never 
comes,” he returned ; “and I have asked 
her, but she tells me her mother bids her 
Stay away from you.” 
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“Georgy was not used to be so obedi- 
ent,” said I. ‘Ask herto come. I sup- 
pose she thinks I am frightful to behold, 
but I fancy I’m much the same, unless 
I begin to look like a girl. I’m getting 
into the habit of doing everything so 
languidly, so effeminately, Jack, that I 
wonder sometimes if there is any mas- 
culine vigor left in me. What can I do 
to try? I can never run any more: it 
will be a long time before I can pull my 
old stroke with an oar. I might shoot at 
a mark, and if you and Harry will come 
I will hobble out and try to-morrow.” 

“Floyd,” began Jack with some hesi- 
tation, “from Georgy’s reluctance to see 
you I have sometimes thought she was 
concerned in the matter of your acci- 
dent.” 

“Not in the least,’ I cried stoutly: 
“never believe that for a moment. It 
was my own affair entirely, and to this 
day I can’t quite decide that I was not 
both clumsy and stupid not in some 
way to keep myself from falling.” 

I was sitting alone that evening, to- 
ward the late sunset, when Georgy came. 
Showers had failen all the afternoon, but 
now the clouds had risen from the west, 
and, although now and then a few drops 
fell, the east was spanned by a rainbow 
and the turbid masses of cloud above 
took on colors of crimson and purple, 
I heard the gate click, and turning I saw 
Georgy Lenox coming in, attended by 
both Jack Holt and Harry Dart. Each 
held an umbrella over her—Jack in earn- 
est, and Harry in joking solicitude for 
her bright summer ribbons. It was evi- 
dent enough that they were all in high 
spirits, and I seemed to hear the spark- 
ling impertinences which issued from 
her laughing lips as she looked from one 
to the other of the boys with many a toss 
of her yellow curls and shrug of her 
round shoulders. They left her at the 
door, which stood wide open, and I call- 
ed to her tocome in. She entered, but 
waited a moment on the threshold, grow- 
ing a little pale as she looked at me. 
Then rallying, “‘ How do you do, Floyd?” 
she exclaimed. “You see that I have 
come at last?” 

“I am glad to see you,” I returned, 
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“But come nearer: 
hands with you.” 

She approached, and I clasped her 
hand, looking up into her face. She had 
grown more womanly in these last seven 
months, and far more beautiful; and, 
looking in her face, I at first forgot to 
speak. 

“How queer you are!” said she, pout- 
ing, but laughing. “ Why do you look at 
me so ?”” 

I do not know whether I spoke or not, 
but she bent and kissed me, and thus 
answered my feverish longing, the grati- 
fication of which overpowered me with 
a sudden intoxication like that of wine. 

“I only did it because you are ill,” 
said she, putting her hands to her face 
and peeping out at me from between her 
fingers. ‘‘ You look so thin and changed, 
Floyd! I knew you would, and I dread- 
ed to see you: I am afraid of sick peo- 

le.” ' 

“TI am harmless enough. Am I very 
horrible ?” 

“You are dreadfully white, and your 
eyes were not so large before you were 
sick. Oh, how many times I have ask- 
ed the boys how you were!” 

“But you never came, Georgy.” 

“Oh, I am past sixteen now, and 
mamma. will not let me go and see 


I want to shake 


” said I with an indefinable 
sigh, “that you are almost a woman. 
And Jack is eighteen.” 

“The boys are so full of their exam- 
inations! Do you think Jack will pass? 
He is such a stupid old dear! I always 
feel as if I knew the most, yet I know 
nothing—actually nothing at all.” 

“Jack will pass. Whatever place in 
the world he tries for will always be ready 
and waiting forhim. Iam more anxious 
about Harry: he cares so little about his 
chances, and trusts always to inspiration 
and good luck.” 

Georgy looked at me somewhat cu- 
riously: “Don’t you feel badly, Floyd, 
to have the boys go to college and leave 
you behind?” 

We three had planned years ago how 
we were to enter college together, yet no 
one of us had yet alluded to my disap- 
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pointment, and it was difficult for me 
to bear her question and answer it un- 
flinchingly. 

“This is one of my many hard things 
to bear, Georgy.” 

“Tis dreadful for you,” she exclaim- 
ed with energy. “To think what you 
were, Floyd, a tall, handsome, dandified 
fellow, and now changed all at once into 
a hopeless cripple !”’ 

I even found the strength to endure 
this and give no sign. In my darkest 
hours of dejection I had said these words 
to myself, but no one had hitherto utter- 
ed them within my hearing. 

“TI wonder,” she went on, “ what you 
will do? Shall you try to be a doctor, 
Floyd ?” 

“No, Georgy: I have given up that 
idea.” 

“It does seem wretched. What does 
Mr. Floyd say ?” 

“Everything that is most considerate. 
I have had a hard experience, Georgy, 
but I have at last learned how tender 
and faithful many of my friends are.” 
I regarded her steadily, and she flushed 
crimson. 

“T suppose you think,” she retorted, 
“that I might have come to see you oft- 
ener. But to tell you the truth, Floyd, 
I have been almost angry with you, and 
so has mamma. Of course it was not 
your fault that you fell down the cliff, 
and I almost felt as if I were to blame 
a little about it, although not nearly so 
much as that silly Helen. To think of 
her going after a miserable little dog! 
Oh, how I hated Mr. Raymond for what 
he saidto me! You cannot think how 
cruel he was, Floyd, when I went back 
to the house, after hiding away all the 
morning. The doctors were up stairs 
with you, and nobody knew if you were 
dead or alive. He laid all the blame on 
me — all of it— and kissed and petted 
Helen, and cried over her as if she had 
been brought back from the grave. And 
the housekeeper went up and packed my 
things, and I was sent out of the house 
as if I were a murderer or thief, or some- 
thing dreadful. Mr. Floyd came home 
with me: he came after your mother. 
He was in a dreadful state of mind, and 
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scarcely spoke all the way, except once 
to tell me that I was very young, and 
that I must pray to God to give mea 
heart. Just as if I were not crying and 
sobbing all the time! Then, when mam- 
ma saw me and I had to tell her all about 
it, she burst out angrily against me, tell- 
ing me that I had lost all my chances of 
having any of Uncle Raymond's money. 
I had not thought of that before, and it 
did seem worse than anything else. Do 
you wonder I have felt half angry with 
ou?” 

“You teach me to wonder at nothing, 
Georgy. You must forgive me for injur- 
ing your chances of inheriting Mr. Ray- 
mond’s money;” and I laughed with 
some bitterness. “But take heart,” I 
went on: “little Helen loves you, and 
told me to tell you she was sure you 
meant no harm, and that she was sorry 
you were sent away.” 

“Little proud, stuck-up thing!’ ex- 
claimed Georgy. “It makes me so an- 
gry to think of that child’s having every- 
thing under her orders—all the servants 
down on their knees before her, with 
‘Miss Floyd’ this and ‘Miss Floyd’ 
that! And then how ridiculously both 
her father and Uncle Raymond worship 
her!” 

“She was very generous to you, 
Georgy.” 

“And why should she not be? There 
is no reason why, instead of putting up 
with a few rings and chains and dresses, 
I should not have half of everything at 
The Headlands. I am older than she 
is, and need things more, and I am pret- 
tier than she is: don’t you think me 
prettier, Floyd ?” 

“Yes, I think you are,” I rejoined 
quietly. “But everybody says Helen 
will grow up to be very beautiful.” 

“TI don’t believe it,” observed Georgy 
tartly. “She is too pale, and her eyes 
are too big: then she is such a solemn 
little thing. Don’t you like golden hair 
best, Floyd ?” 

“Yes,” 

“And blue eyes ?” 

“Well, I don’t know. But yes, I do,” 
I added, meeting hers. 

“Do you really think that Helen will 
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grow up to be beautiful?” she pleaded 
after her momentary triumph. 

“Yes, I certainly do,” I answered stub- 
bornly. 

“We shall see,’’ she exclaimed, toss- 
ing her head. 

“Don’t think,” said I, “that I believe 
that she will be more beautiful than you, 
Georgy. I don’t imagine any girl could 
be that, but—” 

“Well, what else ?’”” she asked, smiling 
and dimpling. 

“But think of something besides beau- 
ty,” Iventured humbly. “’Tis so poor a 
preparation for a woman’s life, Georgy, 
to care merely for outside loveliness. I 
want you to pray for a sweet, loving, 
grateful nature, Georgy — not to nurse 
bad, revengeful thoughts.” 

She stared at me in profound surprise, 
then burst out laughing. “I didn’t know 
you had grown pious,” she observed with 
a shrug; and, seeing the fruits and con- 
fectionery piled on the table at my side, 
begged me to offer her some, and fell to 
eating them ravenously, despite the dig- 
nity of her sixteen years, and after de- 
vouring all she could, carried the rest of 
them away in her arms. 

I sat quietly thinking about her after I 
was left alone. I smiled to myself at the 
thought of her coquettish parting glance, 
for I was sure she would have kissed me 
again had I asked her; but I wanted no 
more of her kisses, although I had found 
them so sweet. I seemed to have sud- 
denly grown stronger and wiser where 
she was concerned; yet I suppose the 
poor truth of the matter was, that she 
had stung my vanity keenly, and said 
little to endear herself to me in our re- 
cent interview. Het words, instead of 
harming me, had roused all the resent- 
ment of the strong vital force within me. 
I felt curiously stirred, almost elated, in 
remembering what she had said, and 
contrasting her prophecies of impotence 
and failure with my growing sense of 
power. When the door-bell rang pres- 
ently I myself hobbled across the floor 
on my crutches and opened it. 

Jack Holt stood there. «‘ Why, 'tis 
not really you, Floyd?” he exclaimed 
in surprise ; and taking away one of my 





324 THROUGH WINDING WAYS. [Sepr. 


crutches, he himself supported me back 
to my chair. “I was afraid to come in,” 
he went on, sitting down by my side, 
“lest you should already be over-tired ; 
but if you are well enough to see me I 
have something to tell you.” 

“Oh, I am better to-night. In fact, 
all at once I feel that Iam not always 
going to be the good-for-nothing fellow 
I have been of late. I begin to have a 
consciousness that somewhere within 
me life and energy are stirring again.” 

“Tam so glad!”’ said he with a voice 
of some constraint, and looked at me 
fixedly. ‘Georgy was here,” he ob- 
served presently. 

“Yes.” 

“She did you good.” 

“TI don’t know,” I returned with an 
effort at indifference: “she may have 
roused me a little.” 

He started up, and began to pace the 
floor with a flurried air quite unusual 
with him, now and then stopping ab- 
ruptly amd seeming to bend all his en- 
ergies to the arrangement of a book or 
mantel-ornament, as if their displace- 
ment caused him annoyance—conduct 
so unlike his ordinary phlegmatic de- 
meanor that I suspected him of extreme 
embarrassment. 

“Speak out, old fellow!” said I briefly. 
“What's the use of all this hesitation ?” 

He turned squarely round and faced 
me, yet did not meet my eyes, but look- 
ed over and beyond me. I have never 
forgotten his face as I saw it then: the 
heavy features were all fixed in sombre 
lines; his eyes were like my dog Car- 
lo’s, full of honesty and patience, but I 
knew that he was suffering. 

“TI am older than you, Floyd—” he 
began. 

I assented: “Yes, three years older.” 

“Old enough,” he pursued, ‘‘to have 
thought a good deal about the time when 
I shall be an independent man. As soon 
as I am through college I am to take the 
pistol- and rifle-factories off my father’s 
hands. The papers are already made 
out, and will be signed on my twenty- 
first birthday; so from that time I shall 
have an income which will entitle me to 
marry and settle as early as I please.” 





I gazed at him in profound surprise. 

“You are only fifteen,” he went on. 
“IT dare say you have not thought of 
marrying anybody yet.” 

“No indeed !”” I burst out petulantly. 

“I have,” said he dropping his eyes, 
“I am older, you know, and I have 
thought a good deal about it. It has 
seemed to me for a long time now that 
but one thing could possibly happen— 
that I shall marry Georgy as soon as I 
leave college. Her mother will let her 
marry no one but a man rich enough 
to make her life pleasant in the world: 
my secure prospects seem to justify my 
reliance on my chances of winning her.” 

“I knew you liked her,” I muttered 
hoarsely. His words and manner over- 
whelmed me with wonder. 

“Yes,” he went on, his dull voice gain- 
ing softer modulations, “I love her with 
all my heart. You know I do: there 
can be no use in concealing it. I think 
of nothing for myself: ’tis all for her. 
She—" He broke off, growing furious- 
ly red and shamefaced, then recovered 
his self-composure. “But notwithstand- 
ing all this,” said he with a sad, patient, 
steady face and voice, “I have decided 
that I ought to give her up. It was my 
intention to have everything settled be- 
fore I went to college, but this afternoon 
I made her tell me the truth about your 
accident: since then I feel that you have 
the first claim upon her,” 

“IT don’t know what you mean.” 

He smiled and shook his head. “You 
have lost a great deal,” he returned with 
unwonted tenderness: “you need much 
happiness, much private, individual con- 
tentment, to enable you to bear the trou- 
bles that have come upon you. Georgy 
was in a measure concerned in causing 
them: she ought to make full atonement 
for all the harm she has done. Ever 
since you came back I have felt that 
if I could do you any good I would cut 
off my right hand to serve you. At last 
I see away. If you wish it, Floyd, the 
dearest wish of your heart may come 
to pass.” 

“The — dearest — wish — of — my — 
heart ?”’ I stuttered. ‘I don’t know what 
you mean.” 
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He laughed quietly. “I suspect you 
know all about it,” he said. “You are 
a quiet fellow, but I am not so blind as 
not to have found out that you are in 
love with Georgy. But in spite of that, 
I used to feel, although you are hand- 
somer than I, and a thousand times 
cleverer, that I had the first claim upon 
her. You are younger than she is; she 
will be a grown woman while you are 
still a boy: in fact, there were plenty of 
reasons why I never hesitated to come 
before you. But now I feel bound in 
honor to tell you that I give her up— 
that—that you can—” 

He paused and looked at me, believ- 
ing he had said enough, but I was stupe- 
fied by my ignorance, shyness and doubt. 
“Do you mean,” I blurted out, “that you 
will give up marrying her—that I can 
have her in your place?” 

“That is precisely what I mean.” 

“You will do nothing of the sort,” I 
cried roughly. “Even if she cared for 
me—which she does not—nothing could 
induce me to marry anybody, and least 
of all Georgy Lenox.” 

For she had wounded my pride aad 


vanity to the quick, and even the kiss 
she had given me seemed a very Judas 
kiss of falsehood and betrayal. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


AS soon as the warm weather came we 
went to the mountains, and when we re- 
turned in the autumn I had put aside one 
crutch, and felt at times that I was soon 
to banish the other. The boys had gone 
to college, and Belfield was desolate to 
me. Georgy was visiting cousins in New 
York. I had not seen her since that even- 
ing in June when she came to see me, 
nor was I to see her again for years. In 
November my mother and I went to Ja- 
maica, for I had so outgrown my strength 
that fresh and alarming symptoms seem- 
ed to threaten me with more fatal ills than 
being merely crippled for life. But their 
only effect was to banish us for two years 
from all the familiar old scenes. We were 
never to go back to Belfield again and 
find our home there. Youth and passion- 
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ate emotion and the thought of marriage 
had vanished now from my mother: she 
had, it sometimes seemed to me, no oth- 
er wish than that I should be restored 
to health. I fancy she almost hated the 
memory of that brief time when the words 
of Mr. Floyd made her color deepen, her 
lip tremble and the glad impulsive tears 
start to her eyes. 

I accepted her willing service and her 
exclusive love. I needed both, God 
knows, in those days of weakness and 
pain. After a time I began to mend: 
then I grew robust and strong. My 
lameness diminished, and was compara- 
tively cured, since I could dispense with 
crutch or stick. Whether youth or the 
fine air of those beautiful tropical up- 
lands wrought the miracle, who shall 
say? Now, although I have the old 
limp, which I shall carry with me to 
the grave, my misfortune has ceased to 
be such to me: it is hard to feel that I 
was ever justified in regarding it as a 
calamity to becloud my life. And my 
little daughter said to me the other day, 
“IT am so glad, papa, that you are lame, 
for I am sure to catch you up, even if 
the boys run away from me.” 

All the more striking characteristics 
of my nature were changed by my acci- 
dent. I had suffered much in body and 
in mind, and had been refined by the 
torture to a point which made me effem- 
inate, since an almost painful capacity 
for sympathy, an overwhelming dread 
of inflicting suffering, and a somewhat 
morbid self-depreciation are qualities 
scarcely masculine. My early ambition 
had been for a hard place in the world, 
where the world’s work would force me 
to give hard knocks before I reached 
success. But now I shrank from the 
jostle and bustle and harsh competitions 
of real life; and as both my mother and 
Mr. Floyd wished nothing so much as 
that I should be guarded from ali effort 
and fatigue at this epoch, everything con- 
spired to unfit me for an active career, 
and to make me a mere looker-on—not 
a worker, but a musing, disappointed 
spectator. 

But when I was about eighteen I re- 
turned and entered the junior year at 
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college with Jack Holt and Harry Dart. 
I had felt some pride in keeping up with 
them, and had enjoyed the advantage 
in Jamaica of the society of an Oxford 
graduate who was coaching the two sons 
of a wealthy planter to fit them to enter 
an English university. I read with him, 
and was well able to pass my examina- 
tion. 

What it was for me to resume my old 
familiar intercourse with Holt and Dart 
I could never write down here. My two 
years in the tropics had not been joyless 
—indeed, considering all things, they had 
been singularly happy years—still, I had 
felt like a child shut out from the sun- 
shiny place where his mates are playing. 
I had become patient, contemplative and 
resigned, and in study and in studious ob- 
servation of Nature in her rarest beauty 
and most mighty and invincible devel- 
opment I had almost forgotten the de- 
liciousness of a selfish and individual 
hope, the pleasures of happy and care- 
less youth. 

But as soon as I entered college I be- 
came sufficiently absorbed in the actual. 
Neither Holt nor Dart had changed in 
the slightest degree, except that Jack 
wore trim English whiskers and looked 
quite middle-aged, and Harry was en- 
gaged in nursing the incipient down of 
a moustache, and was the tallest, hand- 
somest, cleverest fellow in his class. Jack 
had always been the closest of students, 
and his old diligence had not abated 
here: he kept up with the rest by dint 
of solid hard work. Harry flung schol- 
arship to the winds of course, but made 
a special career for himself which won 
him more admiration from everybody 
except the faculty than any amount of le- 
gitimate industry. He was a fluent and 
ready debater; he wrote for the college 
journal ; his high animal spirits brought 
everybody about him, and his mind seem- 
ed ever eager and poised for flight: he 
was ready in wit; decried trifling sub- 
jects, yet would dispute for two hours 
over an absurdity; was dexterous and 
unanswerable in his syllogisms; would 
advance the crudest and most untenable 
theory, defend it, reducing the arguments 
of his opponents to meaningless folly, 
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conquer apparently by both wit and rea- 
son, then turn his own hypothesis inside 
out, confute it, dash it into senseless at- 
oms, and dismiss it as unworthy of a 
thought. In short, among us lads, busy 
with books and full of admiration of our 
own cleverness, he was delightful; and 
among other ostentatious pedantries such 
as prevail at college his passed unre- 
buked. When he tried his wits with Mr. 
Floyd, that gentleman implored him for 
God’s sake to hold his tongue and to 
consult Carlyle’s Sartor Resartus, book 
2, chapter 4, and discover the opinion 
of sensible men concerning youthful 
intellects like his own. 

I appeared to poor enough advantage 
at first, and was almost afraid to speak 
in the curious and motley society which 
thronged our rooms. The quick wit, the 
ready epigram and squib, the oppressive 
and multitudinous puns in every lan- 
guage,—all served to stun and confuse 
me, fixed as I was in grave and quiet 
habits of mind and thought. It was 
amazing to me at first with what ease 
many of the boys had acquired clear 
ideas upon every question of the day, 
and with what brilliancy they could ad- 
vance them, while I was tongue-tied from 
modesty or reserve. Presently, howev- 
er, I discovered that these promising 
young gentlemen were not so wondrous 
wise after all. I dismissed my fears, felt 
less fastidious about the emphatic utter- 
ance of a thoughtless opinion, and soon 
was as loud-tongued as any in my de- 
mand that the world should be made 
over at once to suit men of our calibre. 
At first they were all very tender and 
patient with me, but when I grew a trifle 
bolder my little gravities became the tar- 
get for everybody’s wit, and I dare say I 
was much improved by having my man- 
nerisms and elegancies knocked rudely 
off from me. 

Every: boy is fortunate who carries the 
oldest and best associations of his life 
into his university career; and Harry and 
I were supremely lucky in always having 
Jack Holt with us in the old way, and 
being able in a world of transient delu- 
sions and attractions of absorbing charm 
to fall back upon something real—an in- 
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fluence which could not be overturned 
by our eagerness for fashion and nov- 
elty, and which, if forgotten for a mo- 
ment, reasserted itself with vital force 
to atone for such a base neglect. Not 
that Jack claimed anything from us: 
perhaps his power over us was commen- 
surate with the modesty and dignity of 
his character. His regard was a neces- 
sary note in the harmony of our. well- 
being: his disapprobation was a voice 
which cried ‘“‘Shame!’’ to us, although 
he never uttered a reproach. I felt all 
this as well as Harry, but he, of course, 
undisciplined and untrained, possessed 
more ardor and a more decided tem- 
perament than I: his aberrations were 
wider; and, as the pendulum must al- 
ways swing back to the right as far as it 
bounded to the left, he came in his re- 
pentance as much closer to his cousin 
than did I as his deviations had exceed- 
ed mine. No wonder Jack loved him— 
not with impetuosity, for Jack was never 
impetuous: all his feelings were deep, 
calm, patient, tender, unconquerable by 
time or chance. The two felt that mutual 


attraction which opposites and counter- 


parts possess. Harry was the most pop- 
ular man in his class. Nature had done 
everything for him, and lavished those 
gifts of which she is usually most spar- 
ing. He had a good mind and genial 
wit; a relish for every form of enjoy- 
ment; a perfect form, the glorious beauty 
of a Greek god, with crisp golden curls, 
brilliant deep-set eyes of blue, noble and 
chiselled features ; frank manners which 
none could resist; spirits which nothing 
could depress; an impetuous temper, but 
passing like a flash the moment it was 
spent. Jack, on the other hand, had no 
beauty, and was regarded by those whom 
he did not care for as a dull fellow. He 


was a little slow, and had slight appreci- | 


ation of wit except to admire every evi- 
dence of itin Harry. He had certain set- 
tled objects in life, and spent none of his 
forces on the pleasant distractions which 
the rest of us sought on the way. He 
had been born with a sort of reposeful 
energy, which had always impressed me 
with the conviction that no ordinary sit- 
uation was enough for him; and at col- 
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lege there was something disproportionate 
in his position among light-hearted boys, 
so that I never wondered that he found 
our aims trivial. He possessed to the full 
that force of character by which a man 
masters himself, always keeps himself 
in check, and in times of risk and ex- 
tremity of peril can suffice unto his own 
needs and courageously resist sorrow, 
misfortune and disappointment. 

But while Harry, full of lawless and un- 
controllable impulses, had a stormy and 
untried future before him, in which he 
was to be obliged to work hard for all his 
successes, Jack’s seemed a dazzling vista 
of prosperity and ease. He was already 
engaged to the girl he loved; he was the 
only son of a man whose wealth was enor- 
mous; and while the rest of us were to be 
hungrily gazing into the world’s windows 
with our cold hands in our empty pock- - 
ets, he was calmly to take the prettiest 
girl we knew by the hand and lead her 
away into a fairyland whose glories we 
might only guess at. But he took all his 
prospects very quietly: not even for the 
sake of love did he neglect his work. 
He rarely spoke of Georgy, and I knew 
that it would never be his fault to illu- 
minate with too bright a glare the sweet 
mysteries of the love that must lie be- 
tween them. I saw him sometimes 
writing to her with her picture before 
him. 

“What do you suppose he writes about ?” 
Harry used to ask me on such occasions. 
“She cares little enough about fine sen- 
timents, even if he were given to that sort- 
of thing; and I can’t believe that he is 
very ostentatious in declaring his passion. 
I don’t think she will ever pass that criti- 
cism upon his epistles that some old par- 
ty did upon a pudding: * Too many plums 
and not enough suet.’ I confess I can- 
not guess how he contrives to fill his six 
regulation pages.” 

“I don’t see that it concerns us, at all 
events.” 

“Very true. But she would show me 
his letters if I asked her to. I wonder 
how Jack likes a certain ease she has 
in other men’s society? What claws 
are to a cat, what the sting is to the 
bee, what its poison is to the upas tree, 
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coquetry is to Georgy Lenox. I wish 
him joy of her, but wash my hands of 
the engagement.” 

He spoke with some heat, which was 
his wont in every allusion to Jack’s love- 
affair. But I knew that Harry had a 
dozen flirtations on hand, and the fatal- 
est effect of the false is its power of de- 
stroying our delicate and just perception 
of the true. 


CHAPTER IX. 


My mother, on her return, had gone 
at once to her sister, Mrs. Woolsey of 
New York, and remained with her until 
she joined me for a Christmas visit at 
Mr. Raymond’s. Three years had pass- 
ed since I was there, and the three years 
had changed Helen from a mere child 
into a slim maiden of almost fourteen, tall 
and stately for her years. Mr. Raymond 
seemed no older and no feebler: his 
eyes held the old restless fire, the only 
reminiscence of youthful power about 
him ; he was still anxiously served and 
tended, and in this cold season huddled 
before the fires covered with furs, a tiger- 
skin over his knees, his pale hands clasp- 
ing his wrappings together at the throat. 
He was considerate for my mother’s com- 
fort, as a host should be, and he betray- 
ed an eager curiosity and interest con- 
cerning my infirmity; which showed his 
care for me, but which I resented as an 
intrusion. For I-had reached the point 
when it was easy for me to endure the 
fact that I was unlike other men in my 
physical strength, but was not yet suf- 
ficiently resigned to it to bear question- 
ing or sympathy. Helen never alluded 
to it, and although at first she tried to 
save me footsteps, she had tact enough 
to give up even that evidence of any 
knowledge of my weakness. Indeed, 
she was shy of me now: she had a gov- 
erness in these days, and had perhaps 
been taught one of the first lessons that 
young girls learn—to shrink from every 
man who is neither her father nor her 
brother nor her grandfather. Accord- 
ingly, during all that Christmas week I 
rarely heard the sound of her voice. 
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Mr. Floyd had joined us a few hours 
after we reached The Headlands. The 
three years had made more change in 
him than in any of the rest of us, if I ex- 
cept myself. He had grown older—was 
more quiet and languid, and more ten- 
der in his manner. I had often wonder- 
ed of late, now that I was strong again 
and in a measure launched into life, 
whether he and my mother would mar- 
ry. I saw many meanings in my moth- 
er’s beautiful face of which she never 
spoke to me; the two had long talks to- 
gether every day, and their manner to 
each other held all the sweetness of 
steadfast affection and true sympathy; 
yet there was a nameless something 
which was never in his tones now. 

It was a lovely, quiet Christmas-time. 
Outside, the winter seas roared and great 
masses of ice covered the rocks and 
bound the shore: heavy snows fell and 
the winds whistled cold. But inside, ev- 
erything went on in a still, blessed fash- 
ion that only comes when people love 
one another, and in a stately, comfort- 
able fashion that is only at command in 
rich houses where all stores of state and 
comfort are opened with a golden key. 
The greenhouses were in their perfection 
now: there were many of them of vari- 
ous temperatures, but all opening from 
one into the other. Mr. Floyd and I 
were walking one day where the oranges, 
lemons and cedrats were ripening in dif- 
ferent degrees of maturity: they seemed 
to blossom and yield as freely as if in 
their native climates, and our favorite 
walk was there these chilly winter after- 
noons; for Mr. Floyd, always a shiverer, 
of late found every place except the trop- 
ical atmosphere of a greenhouse too cold 
for him. My mother had been with us 
picking a few orange-blossoms. My 
guardian had taken one little spray and 
put it against her hair, sighing mean- 
while, although he was smiling. 

“No orange-blossoms for my white 
hair,” said she, laughing and flushing. 
“They are for the dark curls of a young 
girl.” 

“Oh, youth! youth! youth!” he ex- 
claimed half bitterly. 

“Dear friend,” said she very calmly 
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and sweetly, “youth is only so beautiful 
when we have lost it. Middle life is 
stronger, pleasanter, nobler.” 

“I might cry for middle life too,” Mr. 
Floyd said lightly, “for I have lost that 
as well as youth. I am an old man: I 
have no to-morrows. Carry your orange- 
blossoms away, Mary: their perfume is 
too strong for me.” 

[had listened dreamily, without taking 
much meaning from their words. My 
mother went on into the next conserva- 
tory and picked roses and camellias, and 
Mr. Floyd watched her, shivered, and, 
passing his arm within mine, walked 
back into the first greenhouse, among 
the bristling cactuses and broad, silky- 
leaved bananas. 

“As soon as you are free from college, 
Floyd,” said he, “you and I will go to 
Europe; thatis, if lam alive. The doc- 
tors say travel is good for me—occupa- 
tion without fever, interest without per- 
sonal emotion. Yes, a year from July 


we will set out, and if Helen can go with 
us, she and your mother shall be our 
companions.” 

“And how about your position at 


Washington ?” 

“After the fourth of March I shall 
never hold office again. I suppose that 
is what is killing me: I have worked too 
hard and abused my strength a little.” 

I looked into his face. I was almost 
as tall as he now, and Mr. Floyd had al- 
ways been a head above other men. I 
put my hand on his shoulder and looked 
steadily into his face. 

“IT wish you would tell me, sir,” said 
I, “what you mean when you say these 
things. Are you really ill? Your-allu- 
sions to your state of health are so pain- 
ful to me, and to my mother too.” 

“Oh,” he returned kindly, “ your moth- 
er knows all about it.” He mused a lit- 
tle, then cheered up, laughed and clap- 
ped me on the shoulder. “If I werea 
man in decent health,” he affirmed with 
an air of jollity, “I should be your father- 
in-law. No, that is not it: I should be 
your stepfather. Thank your stars that I 
have the modesty not to believe myself 
irresistible under present circumstances.” 

“But why not?” said I, quite in earn- 
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est. “If you are less strong than former- 
ly, all the more need of your having a 
wife, I should suppose.” 

“As to my need, that is nothing, noth- 


‘ing. But think: if she cared for me I 


should be preparing tortures for her. 
She would feel nothing but dread. I 
may die at any time, Floyd, if I am 
shocked or startled. Raptures would 
not do for me, either: I should be afraid 
to kiss my wife, lest my heart should in- 
crease its beating by a throb a minute. 
No: I shall marry no one now: I have 
put by the hope, as an old man puts by 
all the dreams of his prime.” 

“It might all have come to pass,” I 
exclaimed bitterly, “had it not been for 
me.” 

“Oh, my boy! my dear boy!” said 
Mr. Floyd. ‘When your accident came 
I forgot my own wishes at once, think- 
ing only of your need of your mother. 
I would have given up more for you 
than that: I would have given up my 
life. Come, come! we have fallen into 
too serious a vein. Let us talk about 
our trip to Europe and the East. I nev- 
er had the right sort of a travelling-com- 
panion yet: wise men stay at home, but 
bores and noodles go abroad.” 

“But when we start the wise men will 
no longer be at home.” 

“You have hit it precisely. There are 
a few things I want to show you — some 
cathedrals, landscapes and pictures. I 
will save you a world of trouble, and will 
instruct you at once to find certain ob- 
jects frightful and unworthy of notice or 
esteem. The zest of travel is taken out 
of one by the necessity of muttering 
vague formulas of meaningless praise 
before pictures and statues it is tradi- 
tional to admire. There's too much of 
everything in this world. When a man 
has reached my age and my state of 
health he feels the necessity of getting 
at the real substance of things.” 

“But can one get at it?” 

“Qh, don’t utter any precocious wis- 
dom. Certainly, one can get at the sub- 
stance of things. True, there is enough 
mystery and perplexity about the system 
of the world, and at times all life looms 
up a terrible enigma, so increasing in 
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difficulty of solution that Death’s key to 
knowledge seems the one thing to be de- 
sired. But it is well for a man not to 
lose himself in labyrinths of conjecture, 
but to resolutely put aside his spirit of 
philosophical inquiry, and do something 
useful for himself and his fellow-men. 
For my own part, I don’t think Hamlet 
a fine fellow. Don’t ask conundrums. 
Your duty now is to finish your collegiate 
course respectably. Take honors or not 
as it happens, but be a man, and win 
yourself the place you ought to take, and 
keep it like a gentleman. Then we will 
travel, and I will remember you are 
young and let you do the foolish things 
youth lovestodo. We will have famous 
times together. Not that I altogether 
approve of vagabondizing. Still, what 
is there for us to do? I am worn out: 
you are too young to have duties to so- 
ciety, and ought to try life, and examine, 
criticise and become enlightened. I sup- 
pose I shall catch the mania for bric-a- 
brac and curiosities, and make them the 
object of my life, since I have no other. 
If I do, I shall be obliged to will them 
to you, Floyd, for, Goodness knows, Hel- 
en will have enough to set up a museum 
of art without any help from me.” 

“T think so,’’ I rejoined: “this house 
is so filled with wonderful things. But 
Helen—” 

“Don’t talk about me, please,” cried 
a voice from behind the acacias, “for I 
am here;’’ and the little girl came 
through the drooping branches cover- 
ed with their plumy canary-colored 
blossoms, and advanced toward us with 
that wonderful princess-like gait of hers. 
She was smiling demurely. “Listeners 
hear no good of themselves, they say,” 
she observed, throwing a laughing glance 
at me. 

“I was only about to remark that you 
seemed tolerably indifferent to your pos- 
sessions.” 

“The fact is,” said Mr. Floyd teasing- 
ly, “since Helen found that the moon 
and the sea did not belong to her, she 
gave up, and has not believed she is so 
very rich, after all;’’ and while he laugh- 
ed and Helen blushed, and half hid her- 
self, I heard how the child, when she was 
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six years old, had taken her new nurs- 
ery-governess around the place, saying, 
“This is my pony,” “These are my dogs,” 
“This is my conservatory,” and “‘ These 
are my greenhouses:” then, when she had 
exhausted the inventory of her wealth, 
she had affirmed, “That is my moon” 
and “That is my water;” and when it 
was explained to her that the crescent 
over the pine trees in the west belonged 
alike to all the children on the wide 
earth, and that the fickle sea too paid 
its homage at a thousand shores, she 
was quite inconsolable, and nothing 
could make up to her for her loss. 

A very quiet, demure little woman was 
Helen now-a-days. I deplored the ne- 
cessity for the graceful French govern- 
ess who was polishing her into a con- 
ventional manner and preparing her for 
the dull routine which other girls must 
follow. I never analyzed my impres- 
sions of Helen then, but I am sure I 
considered her far above any common- 
place educational needs, for I knew that 
she was so wise, so disciplined, so true to 
all her duties, that she was altogether a 
woman, and not a little girl at all. It 
gave me a positive shock to discover 
that she was ciphering in vulgar frac- 
tions and that her spelling was, to say 
the least, crude. Not but that she was 
childish enough in many things, and so 
exquisitely docile with her father that 
he often scolded her for her over-care-. 
ful obedience. I could understand well 
enough myself how she liked to be led 
by the strong man who loved her, and 
whom she so dearly loved, because when 
she was alone with her grandfather she 
needed to govern, holding a dreary sway 
over her little kingdom. 

As I have said before, we were not 
intimate this winter. I was not of an 
age to be interested in a little girl in 
the schoolroom, and Mademoiselle Blois 
took care not to allow the little girl in 
the schoolroom to take an interest in 
me. Occasionally, however, when she 
was with her father and I joined them, 
the memories we shared between us 
broke through the gossamer web of dif- 
fidence which shackled us both, and for 
a little while we would be as free as in 
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the old childish confidential days on the 
seashore or back among the brown stub- 
ble of the stripped harvest-fields of the 
uplands, At these times she would ask 
me many questions about Georgy Len- 
ox, and when I told her that Georgy was 
quite a grown woman now, and engaged 
to my friend Jack Holt, she thought it 
wonderful and strange. 

“But why?’ I asked. “Georgy is a 
trifle older than I am, and I am now 
almost nineteen.” 

“ Everybody is so old!" she said with 
a droll little gesture of despair. “It seems 
to me I shall never grow up.” 

“Oh yes, you will soon be fourteen: 
I have heard you say your mother was 
married when she was seventeen : that is 
only three years off; and Georgy Lenox 
is much older, and only just engaged, 
and will not be married until Jack is out 
of college and a partner in his father’s 
business,”’ 

“Does he like her very much ?” asked 
Helen solemnly. 

“Well, yes: he has loved her ever 
since she was a very little girl. He 
has spent all his money upon her: he 
knows all her little needs, her tastes. I 
have been out shopping with him fre- 
quently when he would devote hours 
to the matching of a shade of ribbon or 
the selection of a peculiar color of gloves. 
Harry Dart is never tired of making fun 
of Jack, for the dear old fellow is a little 
absurd in his painstaking for a capri- 
cious girl who does not even know her 
own mind, and is certain to find fault 
with even his most fastidious choice.” 

“T should not like that,” said Helen, 
so decidedly that I looked with some sur- 
prise at the expression of her imperious 
face. ‘I should want to have everything, 
and give it all to him.” 

“To whom? to Jack?” 

“Oh, dear me, no! You know what I 
mean.” 

I understood her, and I made an invol- 
untary grimace in thinking of mademoi- 
selle’s chaste teachings in the school- 
room. Here was a little girl of fourteen 
with her mind made up about what she 
would do for the lover who was to come 
out of Shadowland some day. 
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“Don’t you think that would be nicer, 
Floyd ?” she asked. . 

“For the girl to be rich, that she 
might make her husband rich? Some 
men would like that.” 

“But what do you think?” 

A boy of nineteen is not so glib in 
speaking of matriage as a girl of four- 
teen, but I finally told her that I should 
not fancy the destiny of marrying a 


‘rich girl: then my imagination warm- 


ed, and I let her hear what my dream 
would be. She, the girl I loved, should 
be poor: very likely life would have 
been cruel to her, and she would have 
known cold and privation. What joy I 
should have in wrapping her in costly 
things, in setting off her beauty with or- 
naments appropriate and rare! What a 
light would shine in her eyes when I led 
her to the lovely house where we two 
were to dwell in Fairyland! Every duty 
in life should be taken from her: all she 
would have to do would be to grow more 
and more beautiful. I myself would be 
chief servant to this dainty little new- 
made queen, and not even the winds 
should be allowed to play too freely 
with her hair. 

Helen looked at me pensively, and 
Mr. Floyd, who was writing in the cor- 
ner, laughed a low amused laugh which 
reminded me for a moment of Mephis- 
topheles. 

“So you would like that?” mused 
Helen. “Do you know, I should not 
like it at all.” 

“Well, you will never be poor,” I re- 
torted, “and you will give your golden 
key to some man who wants to marry 
a princess. But, to tell the truth, Hel- 
en, I don’t expect to marry anybody: I 
think it is great nonsense. Both Harry 
and I have made up our minds to be 
bachelors.” 


CHAPTER X. 

I HAD not seen Georgy Lenox for four 
years when, the spring we graduated, 
she came to visit a cousin of her moth- 
er’s in Boston, and we were all invited 
to an Easter-party at Mrs. Dwight’s, 
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the cards being brought to us by no 
less a person than Mr. Lenox himself. 
I was in my own room writing when I 
heard Harry’s sweet voice calling, and I 
went out. Harry was, as usual, sitting 
on the table before his easel. It had 
been one of his guardian’s regulations 
that he should not touch paints or can- 
vas during his collegiate course, and 
until within the last few months he had 


obeyed orders, and only lately had taken 


to water-colors as a sort of negative course 
of action calculated to give him relaxa- 
tion after the monotony of his unnatural 
deprivation, without infringing upon his 
uncle’s injunctions. He was painting 
a girl in a flower-garden, and over his 
shoulder was gazing a shabby, jaunty, de- 
cayed-looking person, who was strange- 
ly foreign to my eyes, yet irresistibly 
familiar. 

“Don’t you remember Mr. Lenox?” 
asked Harry, staring at me. “Have you 
forgotten the pleasures of your boyhood, 
miserable ingrate? Have you no recol- 
lection of the big kite this benefactor of 
your youth made you, which dragged 
you down the hill and threw you into 
the ditch ?” 

“I remember all about it,” said I; and 
indeed I had been shaking hands with 
my old friend all the time Harry was 
speaking.— And I am delighted to see 
you, Mr. Lenox.” 

I began looking about me for a chair. 
In fact, finding a chair was the one trou- 
ble of our three lives, and was the only 
way in which we felt hospitality to be 
a tax upon our time. For, although we 
had as many chairs as the room would 
accommodate, they were always full of 
books, fruit, cigars or hats and coats. 
There was one arm-chair, originally cov- 
ered with horsehair, which Harry called 
the “funeral coach:” it might have been 
called anything, for it was so dingy, so 
battered, so broken, that its vazson d’étre 
had come to be a matter of speculation. 
Into this seat I now inducted our visitor. 
He was as shabby as the funeral coach 
itself, but had kept up more gentility in 
his decay. I had not seen him for four 
years, and the lack of any change in his 
appearance surprised me. There he was, 
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as well shaven, as threadbare, as jaunty 
and well-mannered, as in the old days 
when we used to play the siege of Troy, 
using an old packing-case for the wood- 
en horse, and he was our Trojan victim. 
I was much impressed by my own age, 
and said a good deal in those days about 
the flight of time and the mutability of 
human affairs: I expected anybody who 
was grown up when I was young to be 
well stricken in years ; and if Mr. Lenox 
had been a shrunken old man with alter- 
ed aspect and a deep sense of the worth- 
lessness of all efforts after temporalities, 
the change would have seemed only a 
reasonable one to me. 

But, on the contrary, he was just the 
same as ever, and began talking at once 
about a grand coup he was going to make - 
presently by investing in a silver-mine. 
He had two thousand dollars, and would 
buy shares at forty-nine, and be in time 
for the dividends of ten per cent. in July. 
The stock was going up like a skyrock- 
et: a week ago you could have bought it 
for nineteen. 

Jack had come in now, and was stand- 
ing behind his future father-in-law’s chair. 
“A skyrocket is a bad simile,” he remark- 
ed. ‘Everybody knows what it comes 
down.” 

Mr. Lenox appeared so happy it seemed 
really a pity to wilt his enthusiasm: he had 
been beaten so many times that the pre- 
diction of failure was a familiar knell to 
him. But Jack had no time to waste in 
talk of any kind, and at once went into 
my room to study. 

“Never mind Jack,” said Harry: “he 
is a born croaker. I dare say the silver- 
mine is made of gold. How about the 
stock in the —— Railroad that your wife 
holds, Mr. Lenox ?” And we both laugh- 
ed at the old joke. 

Mr. Lenox smiled furtively: “It was 
never safe to trust such a secret to scat- 
ter-brains like yourselves. But don't 
you know about the great defalcation ? 
Brown, the president of the road, ab- 
sconded with over a million of dollars, 
and they have not paid a single divi- 
dend in three years. You ought to hear 
my wife go on about it.” 

“But you have an easy time: you didn’t 
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mind Brown's embezzlement,” said Har- 
ry. “ Whatastroke of luck for you! You 
can buy back your wife’s ten shares at a 
low figure, and have a good conscience 
the rest of your life.” 

“By Jove, Harry! you have given me 
an idea. Just as soon as this new stock 
of mine gets above par I will sell out, re- 
invest and put the certificates in my wife's 
bureau-drawer. I should breathe more 
freely, there is no doubt of it. I confess to 
you, boys, it’s a deuce of a life to keep 
a secret from a woman, she has you at 
such a disadvantage. Yes, on my hon- 
or, I'll buy in some of that stock: it’s 
utterly worthless for years to come, and 
there must be thousands and thousands 
of shares of it in the market. Yes, I 
will do it as soon as I have made two 
hundred per cent. on my silver-mine. 
Yet it does seem a pity—" and he gave 
us a prudent nod—‘to put money into 
such a broken-down concern.” 

“But you are as rich as Croesus,”’ re- 
marked Harry, mixing his colors mean- 
while. ‘It must be awfully jolly to take 
two thousand in one’s pocket and go out 
and buy a silver-mine.” 

“The fact is,” said Mr. Lenox confi- 
dentially, “that old Raymond has shell- 
ed out at last. I wrote to him, but he 
took no notice; so I induced Georgy to 
send a note to the little girl at The Head- 
lands, and she somehow persuaded her 
grandfather to let me have three thou- 
sand dollars. He sent it in a way which 
robbed the courtesy of charm; but he is 
an old man, and for the sake of little 
Helen I did not repay him in kind.” 

“Why, what did he do?” 

“Sent me his check pinned to a scrap 
of paper on which he had scrawled, ‘A 
fool and his money are soon parted.’ 
Of course I sent him my note of hand, 
and shall pay him as soon as possible. 
Do you happen to know, Floyd, anything 
of the ultimate disposal of his property— 
the terms of the old gentleman’s will ?”’ 

“I know nothing whatever about it,” 
I answered, “but have no doubt of Hel- 
en's being sole heiress. Why not? There 
is no other direct heir.” 

“TI am his nephew,” said Mr. Lenox 
with his jauntiest air. “I have no doubt 
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of my claims or the claims of my daugh- 
ter being. recognized by the head of my 
family. By all accounts, too, Helen is a 
delicate child, fancifully reared and prob- 
ably short-lived.” 

“Where do you get your information ? 
Miss Floyd is a tall girl of fifteen now, 
straight as an arrow, and can out-ride 
and out-walk any girl I know.” 

“T wish her no harm,” exclaimed Mr. 
Lenox eagerly. “I love the child as if 
she were my own. Georgy has always 
represented her as delicate and puny.” 

“She has not seen her for five years.” 

“True, true! Don’t repeat what I 
said: you know the code of men of 
honor on these points, and what is said 
between friends is inviolate as the grave. 
Little Helen Floyd has been a good friend 
to my poor girl, who has none of For- 
tune’s gifts. Not a month passes with- 
out a letter with an enclosure of money ; 
and she begs Georgy to look upon her 
as a loving sister who is proud and glad 
to be of help to her in any way.” 

“And Miss Georgy accepts the mon- 
ey?’ drawled Harry with a well-known 
look on his handsome face. 

“Of course she does,”’ responded Geor- 
gy’s father with considerable heat. “Mr. 
Raymond ought to do anything for her. 
The amount of that man’s income is fab- 
ulous, sir: I tell you, it is fabulous: he 
cannot begin to spend it. I sometimes 
doubt if he spends more than the inter- 
est of hisincome. Reflect upon his prin- 
cipal: what must it be!” 

“Well, it's his own to do as he likes 
with, I suppose," said Harry, rather bored 
with the subject. “And I am sure you 
cannot complain, since you are jingling 
his money in your pocket this very mo- 
ment. How did it happen that when 
Miss Georgy was at Mr. Raymond's she 
did not make the old gentleman take a 
fancy to her? She turns most people’s 
heads.” 

“It was always a mystery to me,” re- 
turned Mr. Lenox mournfully. ‘But Mr. 
Raymond does not like my wife, nor, I 
sometimes think, does he like me. The 
truth of the matter is, that that unlucky 
Hermetically-Sealed Barrel Company— 

Harry looked at me. The unlucky 
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Hermetically -Sealed Barrel. Company 
had been one of our old jokes at Bel- 
field, for we had been compelled to 
hear its history a hundred times over. It 
seemed to me, in my youthful wisdom, 
odd and pitiful that while we had grown 
from boyishness into something better, 
leaving follies and weaknesses behind 
us, this man, almost thrice our age, still 
studied the old pages of his book, not 
reading them with any clearer vision 
than before, in spite of all his expe- 
rience. Why did he not turn the leaf 
and take a different story? Experienced 
in life as I believed myself in those days, 
I had not learned then that we halt grop- 
ing over one lesson throughout our ca- 
reers, Although our harps seem tuned 
for the most various harmonies, we strike 
the same chords over and-over again in 
hopeless iteration. 

So we got him off the subject, and 
talked college-talk, and told him about 
the probable appointments for com- 
mencement. He was one of our alum- 
ni, liked our gossip, and could supple- 
ment our stories with those of the jollier 
days twenty-five or thirty years before. 
Harry and I nearly died of suppressed 
laughter as he gravely informed us that 
he had expected the valedictory, and 
was served badly when it was given to 
another. It appeared a huge joke that 
this seedy, broken-down man, without a 
person in the wide world to respect him 
or believe in him, could ever have been 
justified in any of our high hopes—could 
ever have stood in the places we filled 
now, and, like us, securely counted on 
winning the prizes of life. 

Then hé produced the little white en- 
velopes which he had hitherto forgotten, 
and we read that Mrs. Dwight presented 
us her compliments and hoped to see us 
for a social gathering at her house the 
hext Wednesday evening. 

“Miss Georgy’s writing,” said Harry, 
putting his down. 

“How do you know, you rascal? She 
certainly does not write to you usually.” 

“‘No, but she writes to a fellow I know,” 
returned Harry, nodding toward the next 
room. We.all abated our tones now, and 





talked softly about Georgy, not wishing 


Jack to hear. Mr. Lenox was always elo- 
quent upon thistheme. He had brought 
her up to town himself three days be- 
fore, and the Dwights were charmed 
with her—could not do enough for her. 
She was the one success of his life, and 
no wonder she was precious to him. A 
good deal of his ready money had gone 
into her outfit, which must be suitable 
for an aristocratic house and Easter gay- 
eties, and-he had put off getting a new 
coat until his stock was ripe for har- 
vest. The Dwights had not seen him, 
you may be sure. He knew that such 
people would think less of Georgy for 
having a seedy old father out at elbows, 
so he was willing to keep- in the back- 
ground. This very morning, however, 
Georgy had come out for a rendezvous 
in a secluded corner of the Common, 
and had taken rare delight in the as- 
signation and pretended he was her 
lover whom she was forced to meet in 
secret. 

“T dare say she has tripped out before 
to meet somebody,” said Harry, who was 
always cynical regarding women, but es- 
pecially severe where Georgy was con- 
cerned. ‘Girls practise those wiles on 
fathers and brothers, that they may do 
the thing neatly when a lover turns up.” 

“Nonsense! For the matter of that, 
it has sometimes seemed a little hard 
upon my girl that, although she is en- 
gaged to the best fellow in the world, 
she should have no chance to win lov- 
ers from society at large. Not but that 
I am glad that her future is so secure— 
a most fortunate match for her. I am 
proud when I think of it.” 

Well he might be proud. It is some- 
thing out of the course of every-day 
events for a girl to possess the love of a 
man like Jack, whose nature combined 
the: strongest masculine qualities with 
the tenderness and faithfulness of a wo- 
man. Of a woman? Strange how we 
use phrases which have outworn their 
meaning! Jack’s tenderness and faith- 
fulness were altogether without parallel. 

ELLEN W. OLNEY. 
[To BE CONTINUED.] 
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PERSONAL SKETCHES OF SOME FRENCH LITTERATEURS. 


ps any Frenchman will tell you, 
is the capital of intellect ; and though 
this is but one of a hundred things equal- 
ly flattering to their country which all 
Frenchmen believe, yet it happens to be 
true. In some societies it is social rank, 
in others wealth and fine houses, in oth- 
ers, still, capacity to render service to 
the state, which makes old men courted 
and opens doors to the novice. But in 
Paris it is brains. If you have written a 
book or painted a picture or discovered a 
scientific theory, you have at once a re- 
served seat, as it were, in the social world, 
and nobody thinks of asking who your 
father was, or where you live, or what 
your income may be. With the literary 
society the political is so closely allied that 
the two may be said to coincide. There 
are coteries of course, but there are also 
neutral grounds on which members of 
all sets meet in peace and separate in 
harmony; and especially since the Re- 
public has become firmly established the 
barriers based upon party differences have 
tended steadily to disappear. During the 
Empire some of the cleverest writers, such 
as Sainte-Beuve and Mérimée and About, 
were imperialists: now they are all dead 
or have changed their politics. During 
this period, too, the intelligent and liter- 
ary opposition was mostly Orleanistic, 
but the last seven years have clearly 
shown not only that the bourgeois mon- 
archy had no roots in the heart of the 
people, but also that the consetvative 
Republic possesses all its advantages, 
combined with few of its objectionable 
qualities. To men like Renan and Lau- 
gel, who have been Orleanists all their 
lives, and who cherish a personal affec- 
tion for the party, the situation appears 
melancholy, and the wail of Renan in 
his last book is sad enough. He is 
French to the core; supports openly 
the doctrine, “My country —right or 
wrong ;”’ finds the centralization of the 
French system, carried to its logical ex- 
treme, the ideal government; and hates, 





above all things, “ Americanism.” What 
strikes an Anglo-Saxon as the merest 
commonplace of healthy politics or in- 
tellectual life is in his eyes the most per- 
nicious heresy. We believe that freedom 
to teach and to write is the only way to 
discover the truth, and are confident that 
in the struggle of life which opposing sys- 
tems must pass through the truth is sure 
in the end to win. Not so Renan. “The 
idea that there is a true knowledge, which 
must be taught, protected, patronized by 
the state, to the exclusion of false know- 
ledge, is losing ground—one of the re- 
sults of the general enfeeblement of 
notions of government.” This is bad 
enough, but the political situation is even 
worse than the moral and intellectual ; for 
M. Renan finds that France has “‘prefer- 
red the democratic programme, accord- 
ing to which the state, composed of the 
agglomeration of individuals, having 
no other object than the happiness of 
these individuals as they themselves un- 
derstand it, gives up all notion of initia- 
tive above their feelings and ideas. The 
consequence of such a state of things is 
the pursuit of prosperity and liberty, the 
destruction of whatever remains of the 
spirit of class, weakening of the power 
of the state. Individuals and the subor- 
dinate groups of the state, such as the 
county and the township, will prosper 
under such a régime; but it is to be 
feared that the nation, the country— 
France—will lose every day something 
of its authority and its strong cohesion. 
The perfod which we are entering upon 
will be one of liberty @ 7’ Américaine.” 
All this seems mournful to men of 
Renan’s type, and to young men of fash- 
ion who sigh for the “elegance”’ of the 
Empire or the Restoration, and pose 
consequently as imperialists or as ad- 
herents of Henri V. But the mass of 
the nation is supremely contented. The 
peasants say that the Republic is the only 
government which does not go to war; 
the middle classes, richer and more nu- 
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merous in France than in any other coun- 
try, are happy in having the care of their 
material interests in their own hands, 
and especially in the consciousness that 
they are now the ruling class, and that 
bourgeois intelligence and respectabil- 
ity, rather than imperial frivolity or roy- 
al pietism, is the prevailing idea. Even 
Renan admits that ‘the present hour is 
sweet :”’ what troubles him is the thought 
of the future. But the republicans are 
not troubled at all. They don’t intend 
to carry out any great reforms; they 
wish to avoid all foreign complications 
until the yearned-for hour arrives when 
Germany will be forced to disgorge what 
they are pleased to term its ill-gotten 
‘ booty; they have in their ranks almost 
all the administrative and oratorical pow- 
érs of the country; and they tell you that 
M. Grévy, the present president of the 
Chamber of Deputies, will succeed to 
the presidency, when the “stupid’’ Mac- 
Mahon goes out, with just as little diffi- 
culty as the latter had in coming in, and 
that he, in turn, will in all probability 
be succeeded by Gambetta. These two 
men are bourgeois to the tips of their 
fingers, as was Thiers—modest, leading 
a regular life; well-informed on all lo- 
cal matters, and naively ignorant of the 
rest of the world; not strong believers 
in political economy; prudent and anti- 
clerical. Only, Gambetta, being twenty 
years younger than Grévy, is by twenty 
years more fiery and radical. 

The reader must not complain that he 
has been entrapped into reading a lead- 
er on French politics when he desired 
nothing of the sort; for, without bear- 
ing in mind these preliminary facts, it is 
quite impossible to understand the re- 
lations of French literary men’ among 
themselves. Party passion has ever run 
high in France, and now that everybody 
can freely speak his mind, it has become 
more difficult than ever for even the old- 
est friendship to stand the strain of daily 
discussion. Take the instance of M. 
About and M. Taine. They were school- 
boys together, and it would be hard to 
say which of the two most distinguish- 
ed himself at this period of his career. 
They were both prodigies, but, though 
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rivals, the fastest friends. After they had 
emerged from the Ecole Normale they 
went and set up housekeeping together 
in an old house in the Quartier Latin; 
and as they were both poor as rats, the 
difficulties they had in keeping soul and 
body together recall the most picturesque 
and thrilling scenes in Murger’s Vie de 
Boheme. One day they discovered that 
they had neither money nor anything to 
eat, and About started out to scare up 
some nutriment for the inner man. Af- 
ter a while he returned laden with a bas- 
ket containing a dozen bottles of wine 
and various packets of provisions, and 
followed by an organ-grinder. Taine 
was of course no less pleased than as- 
tonished, but he demanded an explana- 
tion. “Oh,” said About, “I stumbled 
across a wine-dealer who wanted a first- 
class advertisement done in the highest 
style of art, so I sat down and wrote it 
for him, and he gave me fifty francs and 
this wine.”—" But the organ-grinder ?” 
pursued Taine.— Heavens!” exclaim- 
ed his friend, “you don’t think one can 
enjoy a banquet without music, do you? 
Come, fall to; and you, old buffer, go to 
work on that divine instrument of yours;” 
which the old buffer proceeded to do, 
probably more to the satisfaction of his 
employer than to that of Taine. 

Nor was lively companionship and 
assistance of this sort all that the fu- 
ture philosopher and critic owed to the 
friend of his youth: he probably owes 
him his life also, and hence the world 
is, in a sense, indebted to M. About for 
the History of English Literature and 
Les Origines de la France contempo- 
vaine. While they were living in the 
style above described Taine was taken 
suddenly ill, and, as the common purse 
was not sufficiently full to enable him to 
consult a physician, the two went to see 
a clever medical student of the quartier 
and requested his advice. The budding 
doctor examined Taine carefully, and 
finally pronounced that there was but 
one thing for him to do, and that thing 
was to go to the Pyrenees. ‘You might 
as well tell me to go to the moon,” said 
the poor fellow. “Ah, well,” replied the 
student, “you asked my opinion, and I 
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have given it; and I may add that if 
you don't do what I tell you, you are a 
dead man.” It may be imagined that 
the two friends did not pass a particu- 
larly pleasant evening; but after much 
cogitation About hit upon a possible 
means of relief; which, however, he 
kept to himself. 

About’s youthful talent was as pre- 
cocious as his matured abilities are bril- 
liant, and he had at this time published 
a book. One evening during the last 
season the present writer formed one of 
a group of three to whom he narrated, 
in a most charming manner, how he 
had made the acquaintance of the great 
publisher Hachette, a granddaughter of 
whom was another of the trio. He had 
left his manuscript at the publishing- 
house, and after some time was inform- 
ed that the firm would be happy to pub- 
lish it, and to pay him in cash for the 
copyright eight hundred francs—an of- 
fer with which he closed immediately. 
A week or so later he was visited, to his 
astonishment, by the great publisher in 
person. “Sir,” began the latter, “it is 
often said that publishers don’t know 
how to read, and I myself know some 
who drive a thriving trade on that prin- 
ciple. But I read occasionally the books 
which I publish, and I have read yours. 
Iam unable to approve the contract 
which my agent has made with you. 
You have parted with your copyright 
for eight hundred francs: I return to 
you the contract, you retain the copy- 
right, and I give you for the edition fif- 
teen hundred francs.’” About was even 
more touched by the publisher’s kind- 
ness than he was gratified by his gen- 
erosity, and the two men mutually 
pleased each other—a fact which the 
younger now proposed to turn to ac- 
count in aid of his friend Taine. So 
he went to M. Hachette with the fol- 
lowing proposition: ‘I have a friend 
named Taine, who is very ill, and I 
want you to send him to the Pyrenees.” 
—"“But, M. About, I don’t know your 
friend, and why, in Heaven's name, 
should I send him to the Pyrenees?” 
—"“But he is a genius, he will be fa- 
mous one day, and he will make your 





fortune. Your fortune is already made, 
I know, but he will increase it.’”’ The 
publisher then remarked that the name 
Taine was familiar to him, and finally 
dismissed his enthusiastic author with 
a promise to consider the matter. In 
a few days Taine received a note re- 
questing him to come and dine with M. 
Hachette at his country-place just out- 
side of Paris, The two young men were 
again in the depths of financial need, 
and all the money they could scrape 
together was barely sufficient to pay for 
a railway-ticket. Taine was quite non- 
plussed by the invitation—did not know 
what to make of it; but About -persuad- 
ed him to accept, saying that he would 
at least have a good dinner, which was 
more than he could expect at home. 
And so he went. The publisher was 
politeness and cordiality itself, compli- 
mented his guest on his successes at 
the Ecole Normale, and after dinner 
took him aside and said: ‘‘M. Taine, we 
want a book written on the Pyrenees, 
and we think you are the best man we 
can get to do it. If you accept our offer 
you will start at once for that region, 
you will deliver us the manuscript in six 
months, and we will pay you for it six 
thousand francs; of which I have the 
pleasure of offering you half to-day.” 
This, the first of Taine’s books, duly 
appeared, and was a great commercial 
as well as literary success, so that the 


‘ publisher had no cause to regret his 


generosity. 

One might suppose that a friendship 
founded and sustained in this fashion 
would be tolerably secure against the 
wear and tear of life, especially if no 
personal difficulties intervened. Andso 
it might in any other land; but literary 
Frenchmen are too much sentimental- 
ists and doctrinaires to allow friend- 
ship or anything else to stand in the 
way of the expression of their opinion, 
in season or out of season, in regard to 
what, from their individual standpoint, 
constitutes the public weal. Love me, 
love my dog; subscribe to all my opin- 
ions; follow all my political changes or 
I disown you,—when people guide their 
conduct by this principle all pairs of 
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friends, except such a one as Boswell 
and Dr. Johnson's, sooner or later must 
separate. Taine is an observer, an in- 
vestigator, a critic; and having devoted 
himself in turn to travel and to the study 
of metaphysics, of art and of literature, 
he has now turned his attention to re- 
cent French history; and the book he 
has written is not at all to the taste of 
sentimental politicians of the About type. 
The reader will not need to be reminded 
that there is no country in the world so 
favorable to the growth of “legend” as 
France: the petite bourgeoisie of Paris, 
as I found by personal experience, has 
already fabricated a complete legendary 
history of the Commune, and there is no 
subject on which the average French- 
man is so ignorant, and on which his 
ignorance is so precious to him, as the 
real character of the Great Revolution. 
As France is the guide of nations; as it 
represents, and always has represented, 
the summit of civilization ; as it has ever 
possessed the greatest hearts, the purest 
spirits, as well as the most brilliant intel- 
lects of the time,—why, it is nothing less 
than high treason for a Frenchman to 
turn round and begin to show up the 
weakness or wickedness of, say, Robes- 
pierre. This sort of thing is pardon- 
able only when the exposure of some 
historical character is offensive to the 
reigning government, as was the case 
with the early volumes of Lanfrey’s /Va- 
poléon. About probably knows the truth 
about the men of ‘92 and '93 as well as 
anybody, but he thinks it desirable that 
the illusions respecting them should con- 
tinue. They are, he says, an important 
political factor. Whereas Taine, like the 
late MM. Lanfrey and De Tocqueville, 
loving truth for its own sake, slashes 
away without caring for the practical 
result. I was told by an intimate and 
lifelong friend of both men that it had 
required the most persistent efforts of 
persons situated like himself to prevent 
About’s sharply attacking Taine in his 
paper (since the appearance of La Révo- 
lution the radicals have favored its author 
with the epithet of “réactionnaire’’) ; in 
which case a rupture would have been 
unavoidable. 
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Taine does not like German historians 
nor German methods of working up his- 
tory, and he absolutely denies what, to 
my mind, is their greatest and most un- 
rivalled excellence —their relative im- 
partiality. Mommsen was the subject 
of unsparing denunciation, as having 
used Roman history as a mannikin by 
which he could illustrate certain views on 
contemporary German politics. Momm- 
sen is an author of whom I know little, 
but there is another German historian, 
Von Sybel, who seems to me the most 
admirable writer in this department with 
whom I am acquainted ; and as his great 
work partially covers the same period to 
which Taine has recently devoted him- 
self, I ventured to mention his name in 
this connection. But I might as well have 
stirred up a hornet's nest. ‘Von Sybel,” 
said Taine, “wrote his book to prove that 
Prussia was perfectly right in taking part 
in the partition of Poland, and some other 
things of like nature.” He seemed to 
think this assertion (admitting its truth) 
settled Von Sybel’s place in literature as 
definitely as if he had said he had writ- 
ten a book to prove Friedrich II. to have 
been the son of Jupiter or that the Prus- 
sians were God's chosen people. One 
would have supposed that the fact of a 
man’s holding such an opinion in re- 
gard to the partition of Poland sufficient 
evidence for sending him to a lunatic 
asylum, although most people believe 
it to be a perfectly established historic 
truth. Taine would not even admit the 
excellence of Von Sybel’s style — well 
enough, he said, and clear, but the style 
of a leader-writer in the —— (naming an 
old, soberly, but far from stupidly written 
Paris daily —one of the most readable 
papers in Paris, and the favorite of the 
petite bourgeoisie). I mentioned the 
reputation Von Sybel enjoyed in Ger- 
many as having an excellent style, and 
the response was, “Very likely: where 
all the rest are blind a one-eyed man 
sees very well’’—a remark true enough 
as regards the mass of German writers, 
but very unjust to the person under 
discussion. Taine’s models are Macau- 
lay and Froude, but one would hardly 
think so from reading his France con- 
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temporaine. Be their demerits what they 
may—and they are no doubt great—the 
two English historians certainly have the 
faculty of presenting a sharply-outlined 
and vivid picture, while Taine heaps 
up hundreds of little facts, so that the 
reader, as the French say, can hardly 
see the wood for the trees. I may add 
that the French scholar’s opinion of 
Prescott and Motley and Bancroft is 
still lower than that which he cherishes 
for their German contemporaries. 

Taine has more the air of a scholar, 
and less that of a man of the world, than 
any other littérateur whom I met at Pa- 
ris. During the winter his wife receives 
once a fortnight, and he regularly at- 
tends the famous weekly dinners of the 
Princess Mathilde, and occasionally dines 
informally with some intimate friend; but 
beyond this he goes but little into society, 
and takes his opinions of it at second 
hand; with regard to which fact Sainte- 
Beuve once kindly remonstrated with 
him in an admirable letter printed in 
the second volume of the Correspond- 
ance. He is fifty years old, and made, 
some sixteen years ago, what, in respect 
to the rank and wealth and amiable and 
intellectual qualities of his wife, was a 
very brilliant marriage. The story of 
the wooing is a “romance in real life.” 
They have two children, the usual size 
of French families, though About has 
seven —‘‘toute une famille anglaise,” 
as Madame About remarked to me— 
whether with pride or in a half-ashamed 
happiness I did not discover. The Taines 
live handsomely in the midst of the Fau- 
bourg St. Germain, in a house whose 
windows have a clear view of the Hétel 
des Invalides across the gardens of the 
Sacre-Coeur. I would say that I found 
Taine particularly courteous and cordial, 
were it not that I met no French gentle- 
man who in any other society would not 
be distinguished for perfection of man- 
ner and winning kindness. 

Taine has often been urged by friends 
who have been in America to visit the 
United States, both with a view to repair 
his somewhat shattered health and to 
write a book about us after the manner 
of his Notes on England. He always 





says he will do so; and it is probable 
that upon the completion of the great 
work, of which the third and last vol- 
ume is now nearly finished, he and Ma- 
dame Taine will set sail for our shores. 
One of the peculiarities of Paris, re- 
garded as a weltstad, is, that it contains 
no socially disreputable quarters: there 
is no part of the city where men of wealth 
and position do not live. Thus, Theuriet 
and Cherbuliez reside in the Quartier du 
Luxembourg (between the Latin Quarter 
and the Faubourg St. Germain), as did 
Sainte - Beuve, About and Tourgueneff 
in the Rue de Douai (toward Montmar- 
tre), Girardin and Dumas in the Champs 
Elysées, Feuillet in the Rue de Rivoli, 
etc. Feuillet’s name is, I think, as well 
known in the United States as that of any 
French man ofletters except Taine, and if 
his biography were written he would be as 
famous for his eccentricities as was Bal- 
zac. An old friend of his once told me 
that one day, in calling upon Madame 
Feuillet, he expressed his regret that she 
had no regular reception-day, as in that 
case he would be able to see her more 
frequently. ‘‘ Well,” she answered, “I 
should like to have one, but, you see, it 
is quite impossible. One can’t light the 
candles till after four o’clock, and before 
that time it is so dark here in the entresol 
that you can't see anybody.” (I should 
have prefaced this anecdote by saying, 
for the benefit of those readers who have 
never been in Paris, that the entresol is a 
low story just over the shops, and that 
the Rue de Rivoli is one of the noisiest 
streets in the city.)—‘‘ But Feuillet has 
leased the third and fourth floors: why 
don’t you receive up there ?”” responded 
the visitor.—‘Oh, Octave would never 
hear of such a thing. Why, when I 
merely asked leave to hang some of my 
dresses up stairs, he would not let me: 
‘I have leased this whole story in order 
to have silence about me when I write, 
and the story overhead to have quiet 
above me. If you should hang your 
dresses up here, your maid would all 
the time be rummaging round, and that 
would derange my thoughts.’’’ Another 
of Feuillet’s oddities is his hatred of rail- 
ways. He has a country-place on the 
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coast in Normandy, and every summer 
sends down his wife and children and 
servant by rail; after which, like a Rus- 
sian grand seigneur, he goes down him- 
self with post-horses. I am inclined to 
think Feuillet has greater genius than 
any other living writer of French fic- 
tion, with one exception. His Monsieur 
de Camors, for instance, is a masterpiece, 
though one of the most painful and un- 
healthy books ever written. But his tal- 
ent is essentially dramatic talent, and 
when he writes a novel his inner con- 
sciousness, in spite of himself, is cen- 
tred upon the stage effect. Thus, in 
his last story, Les Amours de Philippe, 
there is no unity whatever, the book 
consisting of three distinct and inde- 
pendent episodes, precisely correspond- 
ing to the three acts of a play. The first 
of these parts is one of the most agree- 
able pieces of writing in French liter- 
ature, a really charming little idyl—a 
Parisian idyl, to be sure, and not pre- 
cisely the most suitable reading for young 
girls. Nothing is more peculiar than a 
Frenchman's ideas of morality in liter- 
ature ; for, strange as it may appear, sev- 
eral of Feuillet’s books are considered 
highly edifying, and the secretary of 
the Academy, upon his entrance into 
that august body, was able to greet him 
with the, in France, by no means neg- 
ative praise that it was not his fault if 
there still existed mauvaises ménages. 
Feuillet, rather by sentiment than by 
conviction, it would appear, is an ardent 
Catholic, and, like Dumas, owes no small 
portion of his worldly success to the ap- 
preciation of this fact in high quarters, 
Another of his peculiarities is, that al- 
most alone among the writers of the day 
he cherishes a lingering regret for the 
pleasant days of the Empire, when for 
a long period he was not only a favor- 
ite at the Tuileries and Compiégne, but 
almost the only man of talent who found 
it possible to write. 

Another writer whom I used to meet 
in Paris, at About’s and at his own house, 
was. André Theuriet, favorably known in 
America by his lovely little story of Gé- 
vrard’s Marriage. 1 had read that and 
other almost equally charming tales of 
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its author, and felt a strong desire to see 
him. Of some literary men one creates 
in his mind’s eye a picture of which the 
colors are the impressions produced by 
their books, and I had imagined Theu- 
riet either a youngish man with a pretty 
wife or a gray-haired paterfamilias with 
two or three grown-up sons and daugh- 
ters. Theuriet’s hair is partially gray, 
to be sure, but he is unmarried, and by 
no means bon enfant as regards person- 
al appearance. He was born in 1833 at 
Marly-le-Roi, near Paris, but educated 
in a little town in Lorraine, where his 
mother’s family lived, and whither he 
still returns two or three times a year, 
as he said to me, “to run in the woods.” 
He early entered the civil service, and 
was long stationed at Auberive, a place 
situated in the forest-region on the edge 
of Burgundy, and about which is laid the 
scene of his novelsGérardand Raymonde, 
For the last eight years his official du- 
ties have caused him to live at Paris, and 
it is during this period that his works of 
fiction have been produced. Theuriet is 
a poet as well as a novelist, and his poet- 
ry is said by competent critics to be very 
good; but the public looks with a more 
kindly eye upon his novels, and as their 
author cannot afford to disdain contem- 
porary profit and reputation, he has been 
obliged rather to show the cold shoulder 
to the Muse. Theuriet’s appearance in 
letters and his popularity are, I think, to 
be taken as a sign that a healthy change 
is going on in the taste of French readers. 
His books, consciously or unconsciously, 
are a protest against the system in which 
young girls are brought up in France, 
and which most intelligent Frenchmen 
deplore. It is less from an innate tend- 
ency to that sort of thing than because 
young girls of their own rank must not 
only always be under the eye of a cha- 
perone, but also are intentionally afflict- 
ed with a deadly ignorance, incapacity to 
talk or to make themselves agreeable, 
that the young men leave them for the 
society of cocottes. Now, Theuriet has 
been a good deal in the society of Eng- 
lish people, and while he stoutly main- 
tains that his girl-characters are thor- 
oughly French, he yet admits that the 
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idea of describing a kind of young girl 
that in France is always assumed to be 
hoydenish and ill-brought-up, came to 
- him from observing the family-life of 
his neighbors from across the Channel. 
Theuriet is not a great writer: he has 
none of that power of analyzing phys- 
ical and mental emotions in which Bal- 
zac and Stendhal are the great adepts, 
though their descriptions, while unques- 
.tionably implying great knowledge of 
the human heart, produce upon the 
Anglo-Saxon reader a feeling of pain, 
of offence, and often of disgust. I once 
asked him if he thought France, under 
the present bourgeois régime, likely to 
return to a healthier taste in literature, 
and received as answer the assurance 
that since coarse and sordid realism 
could go no further than L’Assommoir, 
a reaction must set in. From the fil- 
thiness of low life, I dare say, but how 
about the elegant fleshliness of the pre- 
vious school? France will have to un- 
dergo a complete turning inside out 
before this loses its hold upon the na- 
tional mind; as a proof of which I may 
mention the fact that a man who knew 
as much of the world and of books as 
Taine does, one day said to me that the 
best advice he could offer to a foreigner 
who thought of devoting himself to let- 
ters was to carry back with him, to his 
own country, Balzac, Stendhal and Mé- 
riméé. 

Of all the men of letters at Paris, there 
was no one for whose works I cherished 
so hearty an admiration as I did for those 
of Ivan Tourgueneff, and none in whose 
personality I felt so profound an inter- 
est. Tourgueneff is far from being a mod- 
el novelist, but his tales are written with 
wonderful power, and yet are neither in- 
decent nor melodramatic nor rasping to 
the nerves. That the burden of strong 
natures is in proportion to their strength, 
that human nature in general is weak, 
and that the Devil still sometimes appears 
incarnate in the person of lovely woman, 
seem to form his theory of life. Hence 
his stories are ever sad, but they are not 
depressing; for his weak characters we 
sympathize with and do not despise, his 


strong and generous ones we sorrow for,. 
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his lovely women we reverence. And, 
however great one’s admiration of Tour- 
gueneff’s books may be, the man Tour- 
gueneff will not appear unworthy of them. 
What storms may, in earlier years, have 
passed over the heart of the now sixty- 
year-old man I do not know, but now 
his rather aged face, fringed with per- 
fectly white hair and beard, bears an 
expression of perfect peace. Much of 
his time is constantly employed in help- 
ing others, and, from all I heard, Ma- 
dame Gréville hardly exaggerated when 
she said to me, “He is a saint, a nine- 
teenth-century saint!’’ And withal he is 
one of the most guileless of men: what- 
ever he may think of men in general, he 
never can bring himself to think ill of 
any man in particular. 

Tourgueneff has now for a long period 
passed at least six months of the year 
in Paris, and only three or four in Rus- 
sia. He used to spend the summer at 
Baden, but since the war he has ex- 
changed Baden for Carlsbad — whether 
or not on account of sympathy with 
France, and hence hatred of the peace- 
fully-disposed nation which it is pleased 
to consider its deadly enemy, I do not 
know. It might well be, for he feels 


-almost as strongly as a Frenchman as 


he does as a Russian, and I met no one 
in France who was so enthusiastic a re- 
publican ashe. The present French Re- 
public (which he insists is fundamental- 
ly and thoroughly different from the Re- 
publics of ’93 and ’48, as well as from 
that of the United States) seems to be 
his ideal government. In a century, he 
says, there won't be a king in Europe, 
except perhaps in England, and there 
he will be nothing but a pageant—a 
political mummy shown to the popu- 
lace at so much a head. 

In writing of the great Russian novelist 
it naturally suggests itself to say a word 
upon Madame Emile Durand, or “Hen- 
ri Gréville,”” who has lately achieved so 
universal a reputation. One of her slight- 
est efforts has just been crowned by the 
Academy, and one or more of her tales 
has been translated into all the tongues 
of Europe, including Dutch and Span- 
ish. The Durands, who are childless, 
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reside in a little Zavz//on, or house with 
garden behind the main structure which 
fronts the street, in the not very inviting 
region of Montmartre. Madame Gréville 
is a comfortable-looking lady of thirty- 
five with the air of forty, and is a most 
agreeable talker. In her varied expe- 
rience she has seen a good deal of the 
up and downs of life, but has now set- 
tled down, as she told me, “to making 
her three novels a year.” I hardly think 
she will ever again reach the level of the 
Expiation de Savéli. Her husband is the 
Paris correspondent of a St. Petersburg 
paper, and incidentally a painter. 

No sketch of French literary society, 
however short, should omit mention of 
that most famous of all periodicals, the 
Revue des Deux Mondes. It is forty-eight 
years old, and during its long life it has 
seen perhaps a hundred rivals rise and 
fall, while it has itself gone on constant- 
ly increasing in importance, so that it is 
now become an institution, like the Acad- 
emy or the Comédie Frangaise. Its of- 
fices are located in a fine old hétel not 
far from the noble faubourg, where M. 
Charles Buloz (son of the founder of the 
Revue) and his wife give during the win- 
ter fortnightly receptions to the contrib- 
utors and their friends, as well as liter- 
ary dinner- parties which form, I sup- 
pose, the most catholic reunions in 
Paris; and for the excellent reason that 
all opinions except blatant radicalism and 
the dogmatic idiocy of Bishop Dupanloup 
and his friends are represented by its 
contributors. By admitting him to its 
columns the Revue gives a French au- 
thor a stamp of approval which suffices 
to make him known and respected (at 
least as regards talent) in all quarters 
of the globe. As was the late, so is the 
present, manager fully conscious of his 
power, and feels as independent with re- 
gard to his authors as does the director 
of the Théatre Frangais toward his. A 
short time since the most famous of those 
literary Frenchmen who are not novel- 
ists, and a man who rarely writes for 
periodical publications, sent an import- 
ant contribution to the Revue, but neither 
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the name of the author nor the fact that 
the contribution was of a character to at- 
tract great attention among the public in- 
duced M. Buloz to print what seemed to - 
him, from a literary point of view, un- 
worthy of a place in the columns of this 
journal. The pecuniary rewards of writ- 
ing for the latter are but slight: a writer 
receives nothing at all for his first article, 
and afterward the prices vary —not in 
proportion to the merit of. the produc- 
tion, but in relation to the reputation of 
the author. Henri Gréville, for instance, 
obtained for her L’Exfiation de Saveli 
—a novel which, I am inclined to think, 
will not only always remain her master- 
piece, but will ever be considered a most 
perfect work of art— but one hundred 
and fifty dollars ; and the ordinary price 
for articles upon historical or philosoph- 
ical or art topics is but one dollar to two 
dollars per page. It is odd, too, consid- 
ering the artistic eye and touch possess- 
ed by Frenchmen, and their sensitiveness 
in regard to such matters, that the Revue, 
in spite of its large circulation and high 
subscription -price, is the worst printed 
magazine in the world. To American 
readers, who have doubtless noticed with 
pleasure the attention paid of late years 
by the Revue to American literature, it 
will perhaps be interesting to learn that 
“Thomas Bentzon,” who has discovered 
for the French public so many of our 
authors, is a Madame Blanc. She was 
described to me as a woman of great 
intelligence and the highest character, 
the daughter of an old but poor noble 
family, and early married to a wealthy 
banker. This person not proving to be 
a model husband, his wife sought a sep- 
aration; and the fault being obviously 
on his side, he was ordered by the 
court to make Madame Blanc a hand- 
some allowance. She, however, refused 
to take the money of a man whom she 
could not respect, and having consent- 
ed to accept only the small annual sum 
necessary for their child’s education, set 
bravely but quietly to work to earn her 
own living—a task in which she has 
slowly succeeded. ARTHUR VENNER. 
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[* all the old Norse legends we are 
sure to find the inevitable three broth- 
ers, to the youngest of whom, Grimmel, 
fall all the adventures, the dealings with 
the Devil, and the pot of yellow gold at 
the end. 

Not many years ago there lived ina 
lonely hut on Mount Mitchell in North 
Carolina this identical Grimmel and his 
brothers. Their father, John Boyer, was 
ahunter. When he died the two elder 
sons, Richard and Hugh, remained with 
their mother, farmed a sterile tract on 
the Black Mountains and trapped bears 
and wolves through the great southern 
ranges of the Appalachian chain. Twice 
in the year they came down to the ham- 
let at Gray Eagle to exchange their pel- 
try for such goods as they needed. They 
were, in short, Grimmel’s elder brothers, 
who sat satisfied in the chimney-corner 
while giants, devils and trolls were ca- 
rousing without. They wore the cloth 


which their mother had spun, woven 
and made up for them. They shot with 
their father’s rifle, ate the same corn- 
dodgers, nodded over the same Bible 
every evening, and drank plenty of 
whiskey from the same secret still back 


in the gorge. It had never occurred to 
them to go down into the world, to learn 
a trade or profession or to make mon- 
ey. Why should they? Money was of 
very little use. They probably did not 
handle twenty dollars in the year, yet 
they had all they wanted. 

They were big and slow-moving and 
serious as the tame bear which lay be- 
fore the fire. At forty they always spoke 
of the house and farm as “my mother’s, 
Mistress Boyer’s,” and meekly obeyed 
the old woman as she ordered them 
about with a sharp tongue. The in- 
stinct of kinship was as strong in them 
as in the old Jews. They would strike 
a bee-line for each other through the 
trackless wilderness when miles apart. 
This happened often. 

“How do I know where to find Rich- 





ard?” said Hugh. “I don’t know how 
I know. Something in my bones tells 
me.” 

I think that when the youngest broth- 
er, Peter, left the mountains these older 
men suffered a kind of physical loss ever 
after, as if an arm or a leg had been taken 
from them. Peter was somewhere out in 
the world, living by his wits. God had giv- 
en him precisely the same kind of wits 
as his brothers, but with a single added 
drop of uneasy leaven. He tumbled out 
of his cradle when he was a baby to see 
what lay beyond. He was thin, wizen- 
ed, restless as a strange beast in a cage, 
though his brothers tirelessly puzzled 
their slow brains to soothe and satis- 
fy him. When he was a boy he was 
wretched because he was not taken 
down into the valley or to far-eff towns. 
His brothers were puzzled, dismayed: 

“It is the bird in the bush he wants,” 
said his shrewd old mother. “The bird 
in the bush: he will never get it in his 
hand.” 

When he was a boy of ten a party of 
geologists stopped at the log hut. There 
was much talk among them of the cities, 
of science and of politics.. Peter Boyer 
thought he had found his bird in the 
bush. 

“I must have an education, and a good 
one, mother,” he said. 

He was sent to Raleigh to school. 
Reports came home that no such boy 
had ever been taught there. His fel- 
low-students prophesied that Carolina 
would some day be proud of her gifted 
son. Up in the mountains the two 
brothers ploughed, trapped, dug gin- 
seng and climbed the peaks for balsam 
with hot, steady zeal to earn the little 
money which was needed to pay for his 
schooling. The bare cabin grew barer, 
mother and brothers went hungry many 
a day, but the pittance was always saved 
and sent to him. 

The boy came home in vacations with 
his moustache, his gorgeous scarf-pin and 
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his quick, eager talk: he brought, too, 
piles of gilded prize-books, and once a 
silver medal. He did not care much for 
books or medal, but Richard wrapped 
each one carefully in paper and packed 
them in the big chest, and when the boy 
was gone the two broad-shouldered men 
would take them out at night and turn 
them over, and sometimes spell out a 
page, with a grave awe and delight. 

Presently, the lad sent back their 
money: he was pushing his own way— 
into college, into the University of Vir- 
ginia, finally—great and culminating 
triumph !—into the newspapers. Poems 
(after Poe, as a matter of course), polit- 
ical diatribes in Johnsonese periods in 
De Bow's Review, essays, criticisms,— 
nothing came amiss to him. 

The young man’s mind was of that 
flabby but fidgety kind which throws 
off ideas as a crab its shells, one after 
another — useless, imperfect moulds of 
itself. He came home to the mountain- 
hut in the first flush and triumph of au- 
thorship, bringing every newspaper-clip- 
ping in his pocket-book wherein a men- 
tion of his name had appeared. Rich- 
ard, Hugh and his mother were never 
tired of hearing nor he of reading them. 
The poems and the clippings were left to 
be stored away—sacred relics—with the 
prize-books and medals. Peter set off 
to the West. 

“The bird in the bush is always out 
of sight with Peter,”’ said his mother, 
whose hair was growing white and her 
voice feeble. He became a lawyer, a Con- 
gressman. When he made his first speech 
(on the snags in the Missouri River) he 
ran down to Carolina with a copy of 
it in Zhe Congressional Globe. He had 
grown portly and red-faced, and talked 
in a strident voice. All the towns on his 
route received him as a conquering hero. 
“The Honorable Peter M. Boyer arrived 
last night,’’ said the papers, “and re- 
ceived a magnificent public dinner at 
the —— Hotel. The distinguished Sen- 
ator, one of the favorite sons of the Old 
North State, is on his way to visit his 
parents at their summer retreat in Bun- 
combe county.” 

The distinguished and pompous Sen- 
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ator, at home in the hut, walked up and 
down with uneasy strides and anxious 
wandering eyes, just as he had done 
when a thin cub of a boy. The Senate 
Chamber evidently was but as narrow a 
cage for this alien beast as the life of a 
hunter had been. 

“I’m not satisfied,” he told Hugh and 
Richard. “Politics are not the right 
groove forme. But I'll find it. I know 
that I have an intellect different from 
that of the ordinary man. You can’t 
compare pure gold and brass, can you? 
Well, I’ve tested those fellows at Wash- 
ington, and they are brass: they’re pot- 
metal, sir! My brain,” tapping his fore- 
head, “will tell some day on the world: 
I'll make my mark. I'll hit the bull's 
eye yet.” 

The Senator went back to Iowa. He 
was not returned for the next term. In 
a month or two his mother received a 
letter from him dated at London. ‘When 
I succeed,” he said, ‘I will come back to 
you. I have given:up politics and taken 
toliterature. Literature is the only career 
in which my brain can reach its full de- 
velopment: all others compress and con- 
strain me. I shall seek in the Old World 
for the recognition which the New did 
not yield me.” All this was Greek to 
his mother and her sons, but they knew 
that it meant that he was gone. 

He never came back. 

In two years the Honorable Peter wasas 
extinct, so far as the American Congress, 
newspapers and people were concerned, 
as any saurian dead before the Flood. 
His mother died. Peter had always been 
an alien to her, a perpetual disquiet. But 
when he was gone the thorn was out of 
her flesh. She talked and thought of 
him as in his babyhood, and left him 
her blessing at the last. As year after 
year crept by, the twin-brothers ceased 
to talk of him. But it was because they 
had begun to think of him with that strain- 
ed, tense attention with which we sit and 
listen for the steps of one who long de- 
lays his coming, and who may be dead 
by the way. ; 

He might come back any day, with a 
crown of glory on hishead. Or—was he 
dead? So many ships went down in that 
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dim outer world—so many cities were 
burned; legions of men were swept 
away in battle; in short, the millions 
of graves which dotted the earth’s sur- 
face only meant to these Boyers the 
one possible grave where he might lie. 
The gray-headed old men went stealth- 
ily alone at night sometimes to the big 
chest and turned over again the poems 
and essays yellow now with age, and the 
gilded prize-books. But they never spoke 
to each other of them. 


About eighty miles from Black Moun- 
tains, in a hamlet on the Nantahela range, 
the whereabouts of Peter Boyer was dis- 
cussed one July day as a subject of more 
practical interest. All the men in Sevier 
—a dozen, all told—were gathered as 
usual under the great oak which stood 
by the pump in the middle of the square. 
It was a grassy, weedy square: one or two 
cows lay chewing the cud on it, as they 
did allday long. Whynot? There was 
never enough noise in the little street 
which ran round its four sides to disturb 
them. In the evening the women went 
out and milked them just where they 
were: occasionally, a meditative sow 
with her litter, or a slouching boy, pass- 
ed them; or a canvas-covered wagon 
drawn by a steer would lumber slowly 
along, stop, and a woman get out of it 
with a bag of ginseng or angelica to bar- 
ter for sugar and shoes; ora farmer in 
butternut homespun would jog up the 
street on his mule, his gun and bag of 
rations strapped behind, on his way to 
the higher peaks to salt his wild cattle ; or 
a party of Cherokees from Qualla would 
come in with baskets to sell; or Seth 
Keen, the dwarf hunter, would bring in 
a roll of wolf-skins, and stay to tell his old 
stories over for the hundredthtime. But 
these were rare events: on ordinary days 
the cows dozed undisturbed in the sleepy, 
foggy air, and the men lounged on the 
trough by the pump, and smoked from 
morning until bed-time, and cracked 
jokes on each other, and told marvel- 
lous stories of the war and its ravages. 

“It giv’ Sevier a staggerin’ blow, gen- 
tlemen,” old Judge Scroope would say : 


“we'll never recover from it. I tell you, 
Vor. XXII.—22 
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Jefferson Davis an’ Lincoln wur men the 
country hed no use for. Nor the Al- 
mighty neyther. That’s my cool jedg- 
ment, now that we are out-of the fracas. 
Look at the ruin them men wrought 
around you!” 

And his audience would look around 
them, and shift their legs, and shake their 
heads with solemn conviction, though 
they knew, and he knew that they knew, 


-that since North Carolina began to exist 


the decrepit frame houses yonder had 
turned the same pauper faces to. the 
square in Sevier, and that their grand- 
fathers in homespun had lounged just as 
they did on this very broken trough, and 
watched their lean cows chew the cud, 
and leisurely abused the Federalists for 
the ruin of the country. Twice a year 
the judge and Lawyer Grayson rode 
down to court and crossed the old track 
of Sherman and his raiders, and coming 
back would tell of levelled fences and 
burned barns. For thirteen years they 
had gone down, and the barns and fences 
yet lay as Sherman left them, as un- 
changed as the gneiss rocks about them. 

On this day, however, they had a new 
subject to discuss. The sheepskin-cov- 
ered chair which sat by the pump 
day and night the year round, ready 
for the judge, had been empty for two 
weeks. The old man had pneumonia, 
and was on his deathbed. Every morn- 
ing the doctor brought a full account of 
his latest symptoms, and the crowd drear- 
ily discussed them during the rest of the 
day over interminable melancholy games 
of backgammon. 

On this morning Grayson the lawyer 
had been sent for. 

“The old gentleman’s going to make 
his will,’’ said the doctor, taking a seat. 

The words were like a chilly wind from 
the grave. The gossips of Sevier were, 
after all, a simple affectionate folk. They 
had grown together like the mossy logs 
of their houses : when one was torn away, 
it left a gap and a dull, abiding sense of 
loss for years. There was along silence. 

“De jedge am bin a class-leader fohty 
year,” said at last old Primus the barber 
in the background, shaking his woolly 


poll. 
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Nobody answered. The squire noise- 
lessly laid down the dice and shut the 
backgammon - board. Major Fetridge 
rose with a groan: “I'll go over and 
get a glass of somethin’, Won't some 
gentleman join me?” 

Nobody joinedhim. The major’s red 
head and lean little legs moved unstead- 
ily over the square. 

“Sam Fetridge hes hed enough 
a’ready,” said the squire. “He'll fol- 
low the jedge, and that hot foot, ef he 
don’t pull up. D’ye think Dave Ca- 
barreux will come in for all the Scroope 
proputty, doc ?” 

“T don’t know. I— don’t — know,” 
pulling his beard meditatively. “It'll be 
left in a lump: that much the jedge told 
me himself. ‘I'll not part the proputty,’ 
he says, ‘but I’ll leave it whar it'll keep 
up the standin’ of the family.’ The old 
man always hed his sheer-of pride in the 
Scroopes, you know.” 

“* Dave Cabarreux is his cousin once re- 
moved,” interrupted Bright the landlord, 
who had sauntered back with the major, 
and engineered that unsteady worthy to 
a placeonthetrough. “He hes no other 
kin than Dave, that I know of. David’s 
as genteel a young man as walks Sevier 
streets.” 

“He’s a damned cub!” The major 
staggered to his feet, gesticulating an- 
grily with his trembling hands. 

“Tut, tut, Sam! sit down,” said the 
squire, pulling at his coat-tail. “You 
begrudge Dave his pretty little sweet- 
heart. I understand: I’ve watched you. 
Why, Fetridge, you’re old enough to be 
her father, you moon-calf !”’ 

Sam stiffened his shaky body into a 
drunken dignity: “Squire, you can talk 
of me as you choose: every scrag-end 
of humanity kin take liberties with my 
name now, and does it. But the pump 
is no place to mention that lady, nor any 
lady, sir.” : 

“No, it’s not: that’s a fact, Sam. I 
beg her pardon. But Primus tells me, 
gentlemen, that the jedge has been 
talkin’ incessant of his nephew Boyer. 
Who’s Boyer ?” 

“I’ve heerd the jedge talk of him fre- 
quent, sittin’ on that very cheer,” said 





Byloe the carpenter. “He's his grand- 
nephew. Peter Marmyduke Boyer is 
the full name. Governor of Iowy. The 
jedge has told me he was one of the 
first men of the present century. He'd 
all the genius of the Scroope family. Fact 
is, I used to think he was a straw man 
the jedge had made expressly to hang 
the honors of the family on.” 

“What's the jedge callin’ on him now 
for?’ said the major. 

The doctor glanced around cautiously 
to the circle of attentive faces, the silent 
street beyond, the houses that fenced 
them in: “It’s my opinion—in strict con- 
fidence, gentlemen,” lowering his voice: 
the faces gathered more closely, Sam’s, 
pimpled and eager, the nearest—" it’s my 
opinion that the jedge means to cut off 
Dave without a shilling, and leave the 
proputty to this Honorable Peter M. Boy- 
er. But what's the difference ?’’ he con- 
tinued after waiting a moment to allow 
the sensation produced by his words to 
subside. ‘This man Boyer, they tell 
me, has not been heard of for years. 
He didn’t even turn up in the war. Un- 
doubtedly, he’s dead.” 

Major Fetridge sank back against the 
pump with a drunken chuckle: “ Dave 
Cabarreux thinks that he’s dead, hey? 
Boyer’s not’ the sort of man to die as 
long as a good thing like this is in the 
dice. Why, Boyer’s young, sir. He's 
got more brains and experience and 
vitality than all the damned wooden 
Cabarreuxes,in a lump.” 

Byloe squirted tobacco-juice skilfully 
into the puddle between his feet, and 
winked at the squire. “It would go dead 
ag’in’ your chances down at Calhoun’s, 
major, if Dave gets that proputty,” he 
said gravely. “Old Tony Calhoun isa 
full-blood Yankee. He'll never give his 
daughter to a man with lean pockets.” 

The major pulled himself up, half so- 
bered as if by a dash of cold water. “And 
what has Cabarreux to make him fit for 
her?” he demanded shrilly. “ Neither 
money nor brains. No one of the name 
ever had energy to earn salt to his bread. 
Cabarreux? Bah-h! Boyer is a man! 
Why, gentlemen, if Peter Marmaduke 
Boyer were to appear in Sevier, it would 
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be like the coming of the eagle among 
the magpies.” 

“Sam, you're drunk,” said Byloe. 
“What d’ye know about the man?” 

“Know Boyer?” He laughed. The 
major had a peculiar laugh, which al- 
ways put the crowd about the pump in 
a good-humor—a shrill, pleasant cackle 
of exultation. ‘‘ Why, the whole country 
knows Boyer. But, if you must know it, 
he was a personal friend of mine. He 
had a great intellect—a gi-gantic intel- 
lect,” sweeping the horizon with his arm. 
“He represented one of the great West- 
ern States in the Senate, Mr. Byloe: ten 
years ago he was known through the 
length and breadth of the Union as North 
Carolina's favorite son. To have asked 
who was Peter M. Boyer then would have 
argued yourself unknown.” 

“Sam's right,” said the squire, nod- 
ding. ‘Now, that you speak of it, I re- 
member him perfectly well. He had a 


great reputation as a politician. The Ra- 
leigh Herald used to publish his speeches 
in extenso. Queer he took no part in the 
war !”” 

The major chuckled again, delighted: 


“He did, sir! he did! Beauregard had no 
braver officer. To see that man lead his 
command into the teeth of the Yankees 
was a spectacle nobody who saw it can 
ever forget.” The little man stood up as 
he talked, gesticulating fiercely as if in the 
presence of the foe, his linen coat flapping 
about his legs, his white hat set jauntily 
on one side. ‘Ha! thase‘were pleasant 
days, squire,” wiping his forehead in a 
glow of triumph. “They brought men up 
to their proper level! Boyer was never 
promoted, though. He was too modest 
to push himself, and war was hardly the 
right groove for him, after all.” 

“So this great man was a personal 
friend of yours, Sam ?”’ asked Byloe with 
another wink and shrug at the crowd. 

The major nodded: “Yes. I wasn’t 
always a drunken loafer in Sevier, nor 
Ike Byloe’s companion,” he said quietly. 

There was a laugh of applause. The 
little man, with all his vaporing, his windy 
boasts, his general utter worthlessness, 
had at bottom a grain of something gen- 
uine which keen Ike Byloe lacked. 
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“What sort of looking man was this 
Boyer, Sam ?”’ asked the doctor. “I con- 
fess I have a curiosity about the jedge’s 
heir.” 

“Oh, a fine-looking fellow — every 
inch a man,” said the major carelessly. 
“‘ Voice orotund, magnetic. Easy man- . 
ners. Good figure;’’ and he walked up 
and down complacently, slapping his 
own shrunk shank. There had been 
a well-shaped leg inside of the ragged 
linen trousers once, and the conscious 
merit which infused every atom of his 
lean little body still culminated in his 
strut. 

The sun was setting behind the Bal- 
sam Range, and threw a cheerful glow 
over the oak and the pump and the lit- 
tle group, when a loose-jointed figure 
came across the fields. 

“Hyar’s Grayson! — Well, colonel, 
how is he?” 

“It's all over, gentlemen. The jedge 
is gone.” 

Fhere was a sudden silence. The men 
asked no questions, as Northern gossips 
would have done. Presently, they got 
up one by one, with a brief word or two, 
and went quietly away to their own houses 
to close them up, and totell madam. The 
Carolinian “madam” may be ugly and 
shabby and silly, but she is usually first 
in her husband’s mind all day. 

Nobody was left under the oak but 
Grayson, the major and Byloe, who was 
resolved to solve the mystery of the will. 

“TI s’pose the jedge attended to his 
earthly affairs before he went off, Col- 
onel Grayson ?”’ he said. 

Grayson nodded. 

“Will witnessed, signed—all correct ?” 

“Yes.” 

Byloe gave a dolorous cough: “ Folks 
are talkin’ a good deal about Dave Ca- 
barreux as the heir. Dave’s the next of 
kin.” 

Grayson pushed the ashes into his pipe 
in imperturbable silence. 

“7 was suggestin’ that Boyer had a 


chance—Governor Boyer of Ilowy: Sam 


hyar 'd prefer him. Ef Dave gits the 
proputty, he'll take somethin’ else that 
Dave's set his heart on, eh?” chuckling. 
““Sam knows Boyer.” 





348 


The lawyer looked up quickly. He 
said nothing, but Byloe noted the glance. 
“Boyer is the man!” he thought, and 
hurried off to tell the news. 

When he was gone Mr. Grayson turn- 
ed to the major: ‘Do you really know 
this Boyer, Fetridge? Could you find 
him if he was wanted ?”’ 

Sam did not answer immediately. He 
was looking thoughtfully at the ground, 
his palms resting on his knees. He too 
supposed that Boyer was the heir, and 
the news had driven all the braggadocio 
and drunken fire out of him. What a 
weak imitation of a man he was, any 
how! Grayson thought, looking at him 
curiously, and wondering what had mov- 
ed the fellow so strangely. Was it pos- 
sible that he hoped to marry Calhoun’s 
little girl if Dave lost this money ? 

The major got up at last, and put on 
his hat. “If Peter Boyer is wanted— 
that is, if the money is really left to him 
—I can produce the man, Grayson,” he 
said, and walked slowly away, his head 
bent and his hands clasped behind him. 
The stagey strut was quite gone. 


The day after the judge was buried 
Mr. Calhoun came down in the buggy 
from the farm to Sevier, Isabel driving. 
“T have a new mule in harness,” he 
explained to the squire, “and I had to 


bring Bel to manage him. It’s bad 
training to use the whip, and he has 
the temper of the devil. He’s beyond 
me, but Bel has her ways of making 
him go.” 

The old squire, looking up at her, his 
hat in his hand, said gallantly there 
was nothing in Sevier which Miss Isabel 
couldn’t make go; at which the little 
girl laughed, and put her foot in his 
. offered hand to jump down from the 
buggy. There did not seem to be a 
large amount of propelling power in her. 
She had a childish -looking figure, and 
went shyly into the store, blushing ner- 
vously as she passed the men outside. 
They all stood up and took off their 
hats, though they did that when any 
woman passed; but one after another, 
from Colonel Grayson to old Primus, 
contrived afterward to throw himself in 
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her way, to give her a good-day respect- 
fully, and have a private glimpse of the 
beaming face under the broad-brimmed 
brown hat. As soon, too, as it was noised 
about that Calhoun’s wagon was in town 
the women all came out to find Isabel. 
Sevier was dismal enough after the fu- 
neral, and needed heartening, and, as 
Byloe said, “That young woman hed 
spirit enough for all Haywood county.” 
Isabel was an intimate friend of every 
woman in town. Sue Grayson hurried 
her in to read her last love-letter, and 
Mother Byloe consulted her about her 
cherry jam. It was a pity, they thought, 
that she had no beauty —there was al- 
ways a lamentation on that point when 
she was gone—and the men agreed that 
she lacked flesh; but Major Fetridge, 
who had known something of the world 
outside of Sevier in his day, used to fol- 
low her far off to watch her clear, spark- 
ling face. However drunk he might be, 
it sobered him. To-day, as she stood 
among the village women, whose charms 
had ripened on the fried meat and black 
coffee on which they had been fed since 
babyhood, she reminded him of a fine 
proof engraving among cheap chromos. 

How it was that the little Pennsylva- 
nian moved the mules and sluggish Se- 
vier to life even the major did not know, 
but it was a fact that she always left the 
village more awake and happier than 
she found it. It was as if one had sung 
a stirring song in the market-place. 

As she drove away to-day the squire 
looked after her admiringly. “I heard 
you were going to send her North, Mr. 
Calhoun ?” he said to the paunchy, brisk 
little man beside him. 

“Yes, yes,” pulling his black mous- 
tache. “Fact is, this is no place for 
Isabel, squire. She has no mother: I 
have to think for the child. She has 
kinsfolk in New England, and I'll send 
her there for a year or two. To tell you 
the truth, I can’t see her mated with one 
of these loggish young ploughmen about 
Sevier.” 

“You mean Cabarreux?” 
squire with a significant nod. 

“Yes, I mean Cabarreux. 'Twon't do, 
squire. I've forbidden her to see him 


said the 
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again. Well, what d'ye think of sending . 


her away? I meant to.ask your advice 
about it.” 

The squire was more intimate with 
Mr. Calhoun than any of the other men 
in Sevier; but it was the Northerner’s 
practice to take counsel with them all 
concerning his endless schemes: he was 
a friendly, social fellow, and liked to 
hear himself explain his plans—just the 
man to buttonhole Charon in his boat 
and get a useful hint or two from him 
about the other side. The people of 
Sevier liked Calhoun, but were a little 
afraid of him. His education and migd, 
they knew, were no better than theirs; 
his manners were not as good; but a 
man who, with but a hundred dollars 
in his pocket, could camp down in the 
woods and evolve out of the bare earth 
a farm, a mill, a mica-mine, a house 
with comforts and luxuries such as Se- 
vier had never dreamed of, had a qual- 
ity which stunned and awed them. A 
man may know how common are the 
iron and steel and coal ‘that go to make 
up a steam-engine, but none the less 
does the mysterious force inside make 
him stand out of the way. 

The squire and Mr. Calhoun sauntered 
down the street. “I'll not deny,” said 
the old man, meditatively, “that Cabar- 
reux has no Northern ‘go’ in him. But 
Dave's a good-natured fellow. He fought 
like the devil thar in the Wilderness, and 
him but sixteen !”" 

“Yes, and has done nothing since but 
think of it. Oh, I’ve no objections to 
Carbarreux except that he’s of no ac- 
count: he'll never earn his bread. I 
can’t see my girl starve.” 

“They'd be a fine-looking couple,” 
persisted the squire, whose heart lean- 
ed toward the young people. “Dave 
stands a good chance for the jedge’s 
property, too. We'll know to-night: 
the will’s to be read this afternoon.” 

Mr. Calhoun stopped: “I'll acknow- 
ledge, squire, that would make a differ- 
ence—that would undoubtedly make a 
difference. I’m a practical man. Cabar- 
reux with a steady income would be a dead 
weight which Bel might manage to shove 
along through the world ; but Cabarreux 








with nothing is a millstone which would 
grind her to powder. I’d made up my 
mind to send her away next week. But 
if you think—” 

“Stay in town until we hear. The 
will’s to be read to-night. Come and 
dine with me: the madam has corned 
beef and succotash to-day.” 


Isabel drove briskly along the moun- 
tain-road. When she came to the forks 
she stopped and hesitated: either way 
would take her home—one in half an 
hour, the other after a long circuit among 
the hills. She turned the mule’s head into 
the longer road, a red flush rising sudden- 
ly on her delicate neck and face. Foran 
hour the narrow path climbed the moun- 
tain-side, then dipped abruptly into the 
valley. Isabel looked eagerly down the 
gorge; her breath came quickly ; she be-- 
gan to sing softly to herself. Yet there 
was nothing in sight but a little clearing 
in the vast stretch of sombre, uninhabit- 
ed forest, a vacant log house, a half-built 
barn. 

This was the place which Dave Cabar- 
reux’s father had given him years ago, 
and which she had heard he was going 
to work next spring. He would be drudg- 
ing here while she was in the North, think- 
ing of her as he ploughed : she knew that. 
But she would be gone for ever. It would 
be all over then. Isabel stopped the 
mule, and sat with her hands clasped 
on her knees, looking at the meadow 
and the desolate closed house. It was 
nobly done in David to give himself up 
to hard work. Her heart beat as high 
with pride as if he had been the first 
man who ever undertook at a late day 
to earn his living. She had heard in 
town that he had been down looking at 
the place the day before. Perhaps he 
had walked over that very meadow. 
She leaned forward: the ground was 
soft : surely there were the marks of foot- 
steps. Only yesterday! Isabel glanced 
quickly around—at the lonely road, the 
mighty hills that shut her in, swathed in 
forest, shouldering the clouds, the gray 
mist creeping through the gorge. An 
eagle swept across the opening overhead, 
frogs croaked in the swamp yonder: there 
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were no other living things to see her. 
She sprang from the wagon, ran across 
the meadow, put her foot in the deep. 
print: her bosom heaved, the tears came 
toher eyes. Isabel was not a sentiment- 
al, silly girl, but a shrewd, hard-working 
woman. She had not seen her lover for 
a long time, and she thought it would be 
years before she would see him again. 

She walked down to the river—sat 
down under a walnut tree. Surely she 
might rest there a minute. She would 
never see David’s home again. 

A tall, dark man gathered himself up 
from among the deep fern, watching her 
breathlessly. Was it possible that she 
cared to walk over the land because it 
was his land? No: she was too cold- 
blooded a little thing for that. 

“Miss Isabel!” 

She sprang to her feet. It was he! 
Then she spoke coolly, precisely as if 
they had met on the street in Sevier: 
“How did you come here, Mr. Cabar- 
reux? I thought there was nobody but 
myself in this valley.” 

Young Cabarreux stood leaning over 
her, his hat in his hand: “The truth 
is, I was asleep by the branch thar. I 
came out to look into the quality of the 
soil this mornin’, but I took a rest in- 
stead: I'll have enough of work hyar 
next year.” 

“Yes, you will,’ with a little sigh, and 
a quick glance of pity at the well-knit, 
handsome figure. 

. Cabarreux colored high and hesitated : 
**You—you knew it was my land, then, 
Miss Isabel? When you stopped?” 
He bent so close that she could feel 
his breath stir her hair. What could 
she say? She had never let him know 
that she cared for him so much as that. 
She gave a frightened glance at the face 
above her, the mellow olive complexion, 
the laughing mouth, the dark, liquid eyes. 
It seemed to her that one of the early 
gods might have had such a face. 

“T had heard —1I thought you had a 
farm in this valley,’”’ she faltered, mov- 
ing away. 

Cabarreux did not press the question : 
he followed her, moving the branches 
aside with patient courtesy. He was a 


. 
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sincere man, and he loved the girl with 
all his strength. D¢d she care for him? 
He would know now. 

He stopped, clearing the dead leaves 
from a mossy log. ‘ Will you sit down ?” 
he said with a certain stately grace which 
even his baggy, homespun clothes and 
torn hat did not make absurd. “It zs 
my land, and it would seem always dif- 
ferent to me if you'd rest on it for a 
minute, Miss Isabel.” 

Isabel sat down. The color glowed 
hot in her face, and her lips moved un- 
steadily as she tried to talk. ‘The lau- 
rel, blooms late in this gorge,” she said, 
“Look at the bush by the rock.” 

But Cabarreux did not look at the lau- 
rel: he did not know what she said. He 
stood immovable before her, his sultry 
eyes lazily reading her face. There was 
deep quiet in the little valley, except 
when a fish leaped in the water beside 
them or the call of a mocking-bird rang 
through the woods. They had never 
before, as it happened, been quite alone 
together. Now this great silence and 
solitude shut them in. 

He stood erect at last with a long 
breath. “There is somethin’ I’ve wish- 
ed to say to you for a long time,” he 
began in his leisurely drawl. 

She stood up pale and fluttering. If 
she were the man! If she could speak! 
She would compel love, she would force 
confession by sheer strength of words, 
But Cabarreux stood deferential, indo- 
lent. ‘I must go home: it is late,” she 
said, hurrying across the field. 

“One moment, Miss Isabel. This will 
be my home,” stopping by the porch of 
the little house. ‘If you would only look 
at it or walk through it once—just once! 
It will be something for me to remember 
—when you are gone.” 

When she was gone? This was the 
last time. She went hesitatingly up on 
to the porch, and stood in the empty 
room by the bare hearth, Cabarreux 
beside her. Once or twice he tried to 
speak, but the words died on his lips: 
when he gave her his hand as she went 
down the steps his fingers were icy cold 
and trembled. Perhaps she guessed the 
pain that the man felt at the time, and 
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was quite willing that he should feel it. 
She said coolly as they walked through 
the woods to the road, “It’s quite a pret- 
ty little house, and this is very good soil 
indeed. I shall think of you as very 
comfortable here, Mr. Cabarreux, when 
I am in the North.” 

“When you are in the North? Great 
God! do you know what you are say- 
in’? Stay! you shall hear me! It’s a 
poor hovel—I know how wretched it 
looks in your Northern eyes—but as I 
lay there this morning I was plannin’ 
—plannin’ how to make a palace of it 
for you—for you. Why, I'd work like 
a slave—” 

He stopped short. Dave Cabarreux 
had never done an honest stroke of work 
in his life. Nothing but planning. He 

remembered that in this imminent mo- 
ment, and laughed. ‘Miss Isabel, I’ve 
been a good-for-nothing dog: that’s the 
truth. Everybody knows it: you know 
it. But there’s a woman that I love who 
could put a new soul into my body. If 
she would,” 

They had halted by the fence now, 
and Isabel’s hand was on the mossy 
rail. He put his own over it. “If she 
would? Isabel, do you care for me— 
at all>” : 

She looked up at the dark face full 
of tenderness and power. It seemed as 
if the gods were coming very close to 
her indeed. ‘Yes, I care for you,” she 
said gently. “But I must go hone—I 
must have time—I will not hear more 
to-day.” 

But she waited to hear more. He only 
stooped and reverently kissed her lips 
without a word. His brain reeled as it 
had done when he was going into battle in 
the Wilderness. He had never worked, 
but he would—to win her! He had not 
borne himself so badly in that other fight. 

He lifted her into the buggy and walk- 
ed beside her, his hand on the reins, as 
the mule crept drowsily along the five 
miles between the valley and the Cal- 
houn farm. He spoke little. He was in 
a rapturous dream, in which the warm 
sunlight, the woods, the soft fingers which 
he touched now and then, bore a part. 

Isabel talked or sang softly to herself, 
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as she always did when she was happy. 
Once he heard her say, “I should try 
oats in that meadow, if I were you. And 
I should not be surprised if corundum 
could be found in those rocks back of 
the house.” 

Oats and corundum ? 

Tears of vexation stood in her eyes as 
he looked at her perplexed. ‘It is the 
farm I mean. You don’t seem to have 
heard me. My father is so practical! In- 
deed, indeed, it is only by hard work 
that you can gain his consent.” 

“Oh, I understand perfectly,” gazing 
dreamily into her eyes. “I shall go to 
work upon that place: I shall tear 
it all up—next spring.”” He walked on 
beside her. The golden light deepened 
in the west; the air was full of delicious 
resinous odors from the pine forest ; now 
and then he pressed his lips to the warm, 
rose-tinted hand. Surely, he thought, 
this divine draught which they had just 
begun to taste was not as sweet to her 
as he found it, or she would not care to 
talk of oats and corundum. 

When he left her he sauntered leisure- 
ly up the mountain wrapt in a delirious 
ecstasy. Suddenly he quickened his 
steps: “I -must go and hear Uncle 
Scroope’s will. A chance of something 
thar. No need of grubbing out my life 
then in that old sheep-pasture.”” But he 
soon slackened his pace again, thinking 
with a glow of exultation how true and 
tender he would be to his love—how he 
could fight for her if need be. He wish- 
ed there were some foes to fight. No 
doubt if there had been, Dave would 
have done his devoir, for he was as gal- 
lant a gentleman as any Sidney of them 
all. 

Isabel sat on the porch alone that 
evening. The women, with the men, 
were at work ploughing corn on the up- 
land, and her father would not return 
from Sevier until late. The sun was 
going down, throwing the shadow of a 
great peak of the Balsam Range over 
the house and the neat farm with its 
Pennsylvania barn and fences. High 
up on the mountain heaps of mica out- 
side of the gaping black mouth of a de- 
serted mine glistened like silver. 
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A queer little figure was coming up 
the lonely road. Isabel saw it, and 
laughed. Nobody could mistake the 
consequential strut, the flapping linen 
suit, the white hat with its band of crape. 
But Isabel was in a happy, tender mood 
toward all the world to-night; and she 
had always been gentle with the poor 
little major. She only, of all the people 
in Sevier, saw beneath the drunken brag- 
gart a man who had been sorely worst- 
ed, and that perhaps not fairly, in the 
long fight. He was quite sober this 
evening. But as she rose to meet him 
she saw signs of an odd change in him. 
The linen clothes were scrupulously 
clean, costly ruby buttons blazed in his 
shirt-front, on his fore finger was a cu- 
rious antique ring never seen there be- 
fore: the usual defiant jauntiness of the 
man had given way toa more significant 
self-assertion, as if he had at last found 
secure ground beneath his feet. 

“My father is not at home, Major Fet- 
ridge: I am sorry,” said Isabel, offering 
him a chair. 

But he remained standing, leaning 
airily against a pillar, looking down at 
her. “J am not sorry, Miss Calhoun. 
It was you that I came to see,” he said 
pointedly. A nervous smile showed his 
teeth; his pale blue eyes shone: the lit- 
tle man was, she saw, aflame with some 
secret exultation as with wine. 

“T fancy that you bring me good news, 
major ?’’ said Isabel, humoring his mood. 

“News? Yes, I bring younews. The 
will is read—Judge Scroope’s will.” 

“Who is the heir ?”” 

“Peter Marmaduke Boyer, if he is alive. 
If he is dead, young Cabarreux.” 

Isabel made no reply for a moment: 
the work she held fell from her hand. 
She had not known of this chance. If 
David Cabarreux were the heir he would 
have every virtue in her father’s eyes. 

“I hope,” she said at last, taking up 
her work again with a soft, complacent 
little laugh, “Mr. Cabarreux may live 
long to enjoy his good fortune.” 

“The fortune is not his,” cried Sam 
excitedly. “ You don’t understand. Boy- 
er is the heir—the Honorable Peter M. 
Boyer. A man who stood in the Senate 
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of the United States, Miss Calhoun. A 
man who knows the world—who will 
know how to give his wife place and 
power, and who-will have money now 
to buy both.” 

“I thought you said he was dead?” 

“No. I—”’ He paused, grew sud- 
denly pale, and went on hurriedly: “I 
know the man. He is alive.” 

“Then— It does not matter. It is 
all just as it was before,” said Isabel with 
a proud smile. But, her thoughts going 
to her lover in his disappointment, she 
almost forgot that the major was there 
until he spoke again. 

His altered tone startled her into at- 
tention. It was sharp with repressed 
passion and pain. The poor sot was in 
earnest—more in earnest, it seemed to 
her, even than Cabarreux had been when 
he had told her that he loved her to-day. 
“Miss Calhoun, do you remember one 
day three or four years ago, when I was 
knocked down in a drunken fight at Se- 
vier, and lay like a beast on the road- 
side ?”” 

“Major Fetridge—” 

“Hush! I must tell you: I never 
spoke to you about it before. You pass- 
ed by. You were a little thing then—the 
people in Sevier had left me there like a 
dead dog—but you tried to rouse me, to 
take me home; and when you could not 
do it, you spread your handkerchief over 
my face to hide it. I haveit yet. Look 
there! Such a scrap of athing!” open- 
ing it out. 

“Any girl would have done it. Why 
do you bring up this miserable story 
now ?”’ cried Isabel. 

“Because on that day I swore before 
Almighty God that if ever I reached my 
place in the world you should stand be- 
side me. Oh!” pacing up and down 
with a bitter laugh, “I wasn't always the 
drunken bummer Sam Fetridge. I have 
within me great capabilities—even yet, 
yet. You sawthat. You saw the man 
I might have been, and never was. Ev- 
ery word you have ever spoken to me 
has showed me that you saw it.” 

The words and the uncontrollable ex- 
citement of the man had a singular effect 
upon Isabel. Something in the voice, 
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the words, came from a strong soul in 
desperate strait—belonged to a man with 
intellect and energy, for whom she could 
have near sympathy, 4 sense of alliance; 
but before her eyes was only ridiculous 
Sam Fetridge, the butt of the village, 
vaporing up and down. 

“It is true,” she said frankly, “that 
your life in Sevier has been wretched 
enough. I thank God that you are go- 
ing to change it. What can I do to help 
you?” 

“Don’t you know? Don’t you under- 
stand even yet?” The little man came 
up before her and took both her hands 
in his: the tears stood in his blinking 
eyes. Isabel looked into them steadily, 
and she did not take her hands away. 
“You see it is a sort of crisis to-night 
with me, Miss Calhoun. I’ve thought 
for a good while the game was played 
out for body and soul. But there’s one 


thing that could make a man of me 
again, and to-night I feel as if I had 
some right to put out my hand and take 
i 

Her lips moved, but she said nothing. 


“Itis your love. 


I've loved you a long 
time. I’m old enough to be your father, 
but I never loved any woman but you, 
Isabel.” 

“I thought you meant that,” she said 
under her breath. 

“It is not drunken Sam Fetridge that 
loves you. I have culture, intelligence, 
energy. I am a better man at bottom 
than Dave Cabarreux, and one nearer 
akin to yourself.” 

“T love him: Ido not love you.” She 
said it mechanically, her eyes fixed on 
his with a frightened, curious look of 
recognition. It followed him as he left 
her, half staggering across the porch: it 
was on him still as he came back, and, 
leaning against the pillar, held out his 
hand again ‘to her. 

She did not take it now. 

“Miss Calhoun, there is not in the 
United States a man with more ambi- 
tion than I have, nor one with a better 
chance to take his place among other 
men if—if I had your hand to hold. Give 
itto me: be my wife. For God's sake, 
don't take the chance from me!” 
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“Major Fetridge,” she said resolutely, 
but with a strange quaver in her voice, 
“T love David Cabarreux. I never can 
marry you. If there is anything else 
that I can do—” 

“No, there is nothing you can do,” he 
cried vehemently. ‘It would have been 
better you had thought me a drunken 
brute like the others, and had not rec- 
ognized me. For you did recognize 
me, you know.” 

He turned without another word, and 
walked down the hill with slouching 
step and head bent. Isabel tried to 
think of him as the tippling major, but 
it seemed as if she had talked to anoth- 
er man, - 


Mr. Calhoun met Major Fetridge as he 
came home, but he was in an ill-humor 
and did not speak to him. Late that 
evening Sam lay on a bench by the 
pump. He had been drinking heav- 
ily, but he was sober. The squire and 
Grayson were discussing the event of 
the day, the will. 

“Calhoun is savagely disappointed,” 
said the squire. “If Cabarreux had had 
the money, he would have allowed him 
to marry Isabel, he says. Now he means 
to send her North at once.” 

“Are you sure that this Boyer is 
alive ?”” said Grayson. 

“Sam saysso. He says he is going to 
bring the man up soon. Well, it’s all up 
with poor Cabarreux. I’m sorry for them. 
Bel is a good girl: she ought to have been 
a happy wife.” 

The men went home to bed, leaving 
the major on the bench. He lay there 
for an hour or more. The village had 
gone to sleep for the night. Dense fogs 
wrapped the mountains that shut in the 
little hamlet, but overhead the stars were 
shining in the near heaven. 

He rose at last. He was ghastly pale, 
as if the blood had ceased to flow in his 
body, but he stood up, drawing himself 
to his little height with a sudden triumph. 
“Damned if I don’t do it! the time has 
come for the great deed!" He went with 
a swagger, as though he walked on air, 
down the street. 

Two days later young Cabarreux, 
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sauntering leisurely, as usual, across 
the square, met the squire and Sam 
Fetridge coming out of Grayson’s of- 
fice. Both men were greatly excited, 
but Sam was silent, while the squire 
talked volubly. He grasped Dave by 
the hand: “Cabarreux, I congratulate 
you! You area lucky dog! I was just 
saying to Fetridge hyar, ‘ What is there 
that fellow hasn’t got?” 

“What's the matter? what have I got?” 
said Cabarreux. 

“The major here hes heerd about that 
fellow Boyer. He's dead.” 

“Ts this true?” turning to Fetridge. 

The major did not answer. 

“Of course it’s true,” said the squire. 
“Sam has the letter in his pocket.—Show 
it to him, Fetridge.”’ 

Sam looked up at the handsome, eager 
face for a full moment. ‘ Boyer is dead,” 
he said. 

“The proputty’s yours, Cabarreux,” 
cried the squire.— By George, he's off 
already! Straight for the Calhoun farm! 
Thar will be as fine a couple as there 
is in Carolina. Come, let’s drink their 
health, major. I'll stand treat.” 

“ Drink their health ?. No. Good-night. 
I’m going out of town a bit,” he replied, 
nodding shortly; and without another 
word of farewell he turned his back on 
Sevier for ever. 


There is no couple better beloved in 
all that mountain-region than David Ca- 
barreux and his wife. They live on the 
farm. Dave lies in the fern a good part 
of every day smoking and planning, but 
as his wife is satisfied that his dream is 
one of love for her, she is content: be- 
sides, she wishes him to rest, being care- 
ful of his health and in constant terror 
lest he may fall a victim to cerebral dis- 
ease from overwork, which is so com- 
mon an ailment in the North. Oats 
and corundum both came according to 
prophecy.. The Cabarreux property is 
turning out better than any other in that 


part of the State, both as to soil and min- | 





[Sepr. 


eral products: there is some talk of a 
gold-mine, indeed, lately. 

“And Bel,” her father tells the squire, 
“will find out the latest improvements in 
working it. Bel can bring the best profit 
out of any ground, however poor. Even 
out of Cabarreux himself.” 

Mr. Calhoun is a little prejudiced still 
against his Southern son-in-law. 


Peter Marmaduke Boyer is dead. He 
died at home, in the mountain-hut. The 
way it came about was this: The two 
brothers sat alone one night by the fire 
after a day’s hunting. Suddenly Rich- 
ard stood up. His practised ear heard 
a step far off down the mountain. Then 
Hugh rose: they looked at each other. 
“It is he,” they said, and went out into 
the night to meet him. Their watch of 
half a lifetime was over. 

Their brother, when they brought him 
into the house, was very poor and weak, 
and looked as if he were an older man 
than either of them. But he was full of 
triumph and good cheer. 

“Boys,” he said, “I told you I would 
not come back to you until I had done 
a great deed. I have done it.” 

He never told them what it was, and 
they were contented with knowing that 
he had taken rank above all other men 
down in the great world yonder. 

He lived for more than a year. It was 
a very happy year. The brothers had 
waited long for it. They listened from 
morning until night to his boastful little 
stories with undoubting faith and pleas- 
ure. As for their hero, he felt that he 
had made his mark: he had his circle 
of admirers and limitless applause : what 
could life give him more ? 

The little man wasted away gradually. 
Just at the last he looked up with an as- 
suring nod to Richardand Hugh: “You'll 
not be long behind me, boy$. But I'll be 
there before: I'll straighten matters a bit 
for you.” And so he went out with an 
airy swagger into the other world. 

REBECCA HARDING DAVIS. 
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A DAY AT TANTAH. 


“-ANTAH, a town of Lower Egypt, 

in the Delta, province and 5 miles 
S. W. of Menoof, on the Damietta branch 
of the Nile. It hasa government school.” 

This, and nothing more, from the Gaz- 
etteer. It does not promise much, and 
yet Tantah is an important place, and, 
in spite of the Gazetteer, is not on the 
Damietta branch, but in the very heart 
of the Delta, among the smaller water- 
courses. On this account it is not often 
visited by travellers. 

And first I must tell how I came. to 
go to Tantah. In the year 1867 the 
sloop-of-war -——, to which I was attach- 
ed, was cruising in the Levant, touching 
now and again at Canea or at Suda Bay 
to see how the Turks and the Cretans 
were getting on with their war, or at Lar- 
neka to lend the “influence of the flag”’ 
to that pleasant gentleman, General di 
Cesnola, then in the full tide of arche- 
ological research in Cyprus. Sometimes 
we were sipping fruity wine in Samos or 
eating ‘lumps of delight’ and smoking 
Latakia in Smyrna; and generally we 
represented the United States in these 
uttermost parts with great dignity. 

One day while at Smyrna we received 
orders by the mail-steamer to go at once 
to Jaffa, and there afford assistance to 
certain “distressed Americans ”’ then so- 
journing on the Plain of Sharon. We 
already knew something about them. 
These people were the remains —the 
sediment, so to speak—of a certain 
“American colony” which had come 
out from New England, principally from 
Maine and New Hampshire, a year or 
two before, being the latest crusaders on 
record, and “bound to occupy the land” 
on the way to the Holy City. They had 
some kind of queer, -fanatical belief, 
which had been fostered by their leader, 
one Adams, a long, raw-boned, bearded 
Yankee, until they sold their farms or 
shops and tools of trade, and placed 
the proceeds in a common stock under 
the charge of their prophet and leader. 





This Adams was said to have former- 
ly been an actor, and then a Methodist 
minister in St. Louis, a Mormon (some 
people said) after that; and finally he 
had invented a creed and founded a 
sect of his own. It does not speak 
very well for the vaunted New England 
shrewdness and intelligence that near 
two hundred and fifty persons of all 
ages cast in their lot with him, or, ra- 
ther, cast in their lots for him. He char- 
tered a vessel, freighted it with provis- 
ions, seed for planting, agricultural im- 
plements and lumber for houses, and 
forthwith sailed for the Holy Land at 
the head of his followers, intending to 
sow and reap and prepare for the com- 
ing of the nations at the millennium, 
supposed by the colonists to be near at 
hand. Such people are apt to be useful 
so long as their enthusiasm lasts, what- 
ever the motives which prompt them. 
This even the Turks could see; anda 
firman had been procured without dif- 
ficulty, enabling them to erect their 
houses and to lease and cultivate a cer- 
tain portion of land, planting American 
seed-wheat and maize where before grew 
only gran turca, barley, sesamum and 
anise. 

Thus it came about that there was to 
be seen the curious contrast of staring 
Yankee frame houses and a regulation 
““meeting-house”” peeping over the or- 
ange-groves of Jaffa. Yankee-built farm- 
wagons passed along the dusty cactus- 
hedged lanes in company with pannier- 
ed donkeys and laden camels, while Yan- 
kee forms and voices were daily seen 
and heard in the filthy narrow streets 
of the old town itself. I wonder how 
much these simple, homely people knew 
of Roman assaults and massacres or of 
Napoleon’s butcheries enacted on the 
very ground where their hearthstones 
were laid? Not much, I fancy. And 
it was hard to get them to talk freely 
or connectedly on any subject. In fact, 
their experience had not been happy; 
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and by this time the Plain of Sharon 
was dust and ashes to them, and “their 
dolls were stuffed with sawdust.” Some 
of the younger members of the commu- 
nity did confess to a passing knowledge 
of Jonah and the whale, and of the ships 
which brought the cedar of Lebanon to 
the port where their lot was cast; but 
they seemed as much at sea as Jonah 
was when the Crusades were mention- 
ed. At any rate, here was this Ameri- 
can-born community ploughing this his- 
toric soil, most of the members of which 
had never been fifty miles from home 
before they took this great blind leap 
into the dark. 

I never knew just how much Adams 
believed in himself and his mission. On 
a previous visit, while all was still couleur 
de rose with the colony, I -had asked him 
how he proposed to keep order among 
his flock and to settle the disputes and 
difficulties which must inevitably arise. 
“Why, sir,”” he answered, “we have no 
disputes ; but should any arise, I, with 
the elders, will sit and judge them in 
the gate, just as in Bible times—just as 
was done right here twenty-five cen- 
turies ago.” 

We found matters sadly changed since 
our visit of the year before. It was now 
almost harvest-time, and there was little 
to reap, for little had been planted. Many 
of the colonists had fallen sick, and not 
a few had laid their bones under the 
strange soil to mingle with the dust of 
ages. Some had been assisted to re- 
turn to their Western home by a benev- 
olent member of the party whose pilgrim- 
age is immortalized by Mark Twain in 
the Junocents Abroad. Some who had 
privately and wisely retained a small 
sum for a “rainy day” had gone off, 
abandoning their interest in the com- 
mon weal. But many had, in the incep- 
tion, with unquestioning faith, placed 
their all in the common stock, and were 
unable to extract any part thereof from 
the custody of Adams, who not only did 
not account for the funds, but by this 
time had taken to drink, and was gen- 
erally to be seen (when to be seen at 
all) in a state either of maudlin piety or 
of morose defiance of all questions and 
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demands. Ofcourse, under these circum- 
stances the business-affairs of the colony 
went to rack andruin. The small number 
of his disciples who remained were suffer- 
ing from want of comforts and from ma- 
laria, home-sickness and disappointment. 
One or two of the women had taken to 
themselves Syrian husbands, and one 
or two of the men, with Yankee readi- 
ness and adaptation where a penny was 
to be turned, had taken to “guiding” 
travellers to Jerusalem or trading in 
horseflesh ; but nearly all of those who 
were left were longing for “ home,” and 
would be glad to get there on any terms, 

It was determined very soon after our 
arrival, in spite of Adams's covert op- 
position, that those who wished to leave 
should be taken on board our ship and 
transported to Alexandria, whence they 
could be sent by the consul to Liverpool 
as “distressed American citizens,” and 
thence to America. Poor people! they 
had little to bring on board but the 
clothes in which they stood—well worn 
and mended, but generally clean and 
decent. Some few had modest bundles, 
and the younger women had even retain- 
ed a little personal finery. Indeed, the 
women and girls all showed in their de- 
portment much of the self-respect and 
quaint good manners due to their New 
England birth andtraining. These were 
all provided with private quarters for the 
short passage in the cabin and wardroom. 
The men were quartered upon the differ- 
ent messes among the crew, and they 
seemed to have suffered more degrada- 
tion in their fallen fortunes than the wo- 
men. Among the males was to be seen 
an occasional ¢arboush or a pair of baggy 
trousers and sash; and it was curious to 
observe how the wearers of these gar- 
ments had acquired a loaferish, farniente 
air worthy of a native. Our officers and 
men did what they could toward assisting 
these poor people with spare clothing and 
a little cash. They seemed, however, to 
move about in a kind of daze, receiving 
the contributions properly enough, but in 
a quiet, undemonstrative kind of way; 
so different from the usual dacksheesh 
transactions to which we were accus- 
tomed in this part of the world that the 
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contrast of itself would have proclaimed 
them a foreignrace. In one or twocases 
the women, as soon as they found out 
what was going on, made a private re- 
quest that any cash intended for them 
might be put into their own hands, “their 
men bein’ kind of shiftless-like, you see.” 

A quiet run of thirty hours brought us 
to the busy port of Alexandria, where the 
crowded harbor and the rush and bustle 
of the Overland traffic and travel caused 
aturmoil to which we had been formonths 
unaccustomed. It must have been fairly 
bewildering to our passengers, fresh from 
their humdrum existence. The arrange- 
ments on their behalf were made in a 
few hours, and our poor fellow-country- 
men were soon off for England in the 
steerage of a huge cotton-loaded freight- 
steamer, having a new experience in the 
companionship of Bengalese, Maltese, 
Arabs, English navvies and riff-raff of 
all tongues and complexions. In fact, 
the Overland route, at that time espe- 
cially, afforded about the most curious 
aggregation of nationalities and costumes 
that the world has ever seen since the 
Crusades. 

“Tt is an ill wind which blows nobody 
good.” We had earnestly desired, dur- 
ing two terms of service in the Levant, 
to visit Egypt, but some untoward event 
had always prevented us from doing 
so. A threatened massacre at Damas- 
cus, some consul’s squabble at Sidon or 
Haiffa, or some fresh atrocity reported 
in the course of the Cretan insurrection, 
or the desire on the part of our minister 
to have “the flag shown” at Constanti- 
nople, had invariably barred us from get- 
ting to the south. But here we were at 
last within sight of Pompey’s Pillar, and 
we felt sure that we should not leave the 
East again, as we had done once before, 
without a peep at the Pyramids, and at 
least a glance at the wonderful work of 
M. de Lesseps, then approaching com- 
pletion. 

On the day after our arrival, while 
dining with our consul-general, the great 
fair then being held at Tantah became 
the subject of conversation. As most of 
us had never even heard of Tantah, we 
were informed that it was a large and 
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flourishing town in the Delta, about half- 
way between Alexandriaand Cairo, where 
an annual fair— he fair of Egypt—had 
been held time out of mind. That is, 
out of modern Egyptian mind, which, in 
strange contrast with its belongings and 
residence, does not seem to remember 
anything much before the last: harvest, 
the last hatching of eggs and the last 
conscription. Lately, the fair had been 
interdicted by the viceroy on account of 
cholera having been introduced by the 
pilgrims returning from Mecca and Jed- 
dah, and then spread by the multitude 
which congregated there; for the fair 
was held just at the time that the pil- 
grims returned from the “Hadj,” and 
hadjis, as a rule, are not averse to deal- 
ing and turning an honest penny. 

This year, however, the fair was in full 
blast again, and more frequented than 
ever on account of its temporary suspen- 
sion. To this point were drawn not only 
the Fellahs of the surrounding Delta, but 
Nubians, Soudanese and Copts from the 
south; Arabs from across the Red Sea 
and from Fezzan and Tripoli; Mograbs 
on their western way from the Hadj; 
Turks from Aleppo, Broussa and Con- 
stantinople; Greeks, both Hellenes and 
Fanariots; Maltese, Italians and Syr- 
ians; Armenians and Jews. The time 
was late in April, and the weather al- 
ready very hot, so that the tribe of win- 
ter Nile travellers. would be conspicuous 
by its absence, and visitors to the fair 
would be spared their airs and graces, 
and have an opportunity to enjoy a scene 
of genuine local color without a pervad- 
ing sense of tourists to spoil it. 

The consul-general kindly proposed 
that we should make up a party for the 
next day, undertaking to procure a vice- 
regal order (Ismail was not yet khedive) 
for a special car to be attached to the 
morning-train, wait for us, and bring us 
back to Alexandria in the evening. The 
consuls-general of Russia and Belgium, 
who were present, volunteered to join 
the party. Each of them, as well as our 
own consul, was to be attended by his 
two cavasses— magnificent persons in 
costume gay with color and lace, and 
bristling with weapons; in addition to 
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which they carried in the hand a long 
and heavy rod. 

Wereached Tantah before nine o'clock, 
and emerged from the station under the 
close inspection of a motley crowd of 
loafers, to find the day, as usual, splen- 
didly clear and bright, but already too 
hot for comfort. The American vice- 
consul was in waiting to receive us— 
a Syrian merchant of some substance, 
whose office was a sinecure, and who 
spoke no word of English, but to whom 
the position was of much importance as 
a protection from any petty persecution 
of the local authorities. He seemed 
to be quite overwhelmed by the honor 
done him by the vi8it, which would add 
immensely to his social and business 
standing. 

Forming a sort of procession, we walk- 
ed slowly toward the centre of the town, 
preceded by the six cavasses, who shout- 
ed to the motley crowd to make way for 
their high lordships, and when the prompt- 
est obedience was not rendered whacked 
the offenders with their canes with great 
impartiality and no light hand. Hard- 
ly a curse or a scowl resulted from this 
treatment, the crowd mostly seeming to 
take the stick discipline as a joke. 

The town of Tantah is, for Egypt, a 
very modern place, on flat ground of 
course, containing the usual bazaars, 
mosques, barracks and pasha’s resi- 
dence or konak, with some substantial 
private buildings near the centre, from 
which the houses soon dwindle to the 
ordinary mud residence of the Fellah. 
The place was said to contain some fif- 
ty or sixty thousand people, while more 
than double that number was just now 
drawn to it by the fair. 

The vice-consul, swelling with pride 
and shiny with perspiration, led us 
straight to his residence, a large house 
in one of the principal streets. Here 
we had breakfast, with coffee and pipes, 
which occupied an hour, the whole large 
establishment seething and working with 
the unwonted excitement of entertaining 
such distinguished guests. This was evi- 
dent even to such utter strangers as our- 
selves, for we were constantly aware of 
a scuffling and whispering outside the 
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large room in which we were entertain- 
ed, and every now and then became 
aware of eyes surveying us curiously 
from some coign of vantage; which 
eyes, on meeting ours, suddenly and 
silently disappeared. 

As soon as possible we sallied out to 
pay the necessary visit to the pasha of 
the district. Our coming had been duly 
announced, and upon arriving at his res- 
idence we found him at the landing of 
the staircase ready to receive us, for con- 
suls-general are great people in Egypt, 
having diplomatic functions, and being, 
in all but name, ministers resident. The 
pasha was a small, spare, dark little man, 
with his black beard clipped as close as 
scissors could do it. He was dressed in 
the. official costume—a single- breasted 
black coat such as some of our Epis- 
copal clergymen wear, black trousers, 
patent-leather boots, and of course the 
red fez. The reception-room into which 
he led us was a large one—cool by com- 
parison with the outside air, and some- 
what dirty and shabby, as such places 
are apt to be, according to my expe- 
rience. Seating ourselves according to 
rank on the rather greasy divan which 
ran round three sides of the apartment, 
we were offered cooling drinks and ci- 
garettes. (Chibouks are things of the 
past for all ordinary occasions. It’s a 
pity, for they are better smoking than 
cigarettes, and certainly more _pictu- 
resque.) Compliments were exchanged 
in bad French, and the ordinary topics 
discussed, but nothing was said as to the 
weather except that it was warm—a self- 
evident proposition. The weather is not 
a fruitful topic in Egypt. After a little 
time some officials came in with a whole 
pile of papers for signature, and we took 
the opportunity to terminate our mutual 
discomfort, the pasha with a perfunctory 
grin shaking hands with everybody, at 
the same time ordering some of his own 
cavasses to join ours as a special body- 
guard to clear the way for us through 
the narrow, crowded streets. ° 

Having attended to the dzenséances, we 
sallied out for sightseeing, going first to 
the principal mosque, as it was in our 





way and evidently considered ‘by our 
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guides one of the “lions.” Whether it 
was owing to the rank of some of our 
party or to the presence of the pasha’s 
cavasses I don’t know, but we walked 
straight into this mosque, without taking 
off our boots or putting papooshes over 
them—the first and last time, in my ex- 
perience of the East, in which such a 
thing was done. There was suppressed 
grumbling on the part of some dervishes 
and some old-fashioned turbaned indi- 
viduals grouped in the arcaded porch, 
but nobody seemed to care much about 
them. There was nothing particular to 
see inside the mosque after we got there. 
Ithad not the grand proportions or elab- 
orate decoration of some of the Cairene 
mosques, neither was the pulpit as hand- 
somely carved or the hanging lamps and 
ostrich-shells as numerous. The cool- 
ness of the thick-walled, domed build- 
ing was, however, most grateful, for the 
heat in the streets was by this time al- 
most insufferable, and the smells awful. 

But we had no time for coolness or 
comfort on this day. We were to dine 
with the vice-consul at two o’clock, and 
we had not yet seen the fair. Passing 


hurriedly through the principal bazaars, 
we could only glance about, for we were 
almost suffocated by the surging crowds, 
which pressed upon us in spite of the 


utmost exertions of our cavasses. In- 
deed, we were all too much accustomed 
to bazaars to have much curiosity about 
these. Escaping to the outskirts of the 
town, where the real fair was held, we 
found the fun growing fast and furious, 
and the different sights and sounds more 
and more bewildering. Here were hun- 
dreds of tents and other temporary erec- 
tions, and swarms of people of the quaint- 
est appearance, buying and selling, cook- 
ing, eating and drinking, praying, quar- 
relling and chaffing. Of course the blue 
cotton long shirts of the indigenous 
Fellahs lent the principal color to the 
crowd, but this was relieved by the 
most brilliant- colored clothing among 
the visitors and traders, including the 
red fez on most heads, the red and yel- 
low headgear of the Arabs, the black 
caps of the Copts, and the white uniforms 
of the viceroy’s nizam or regular soldiers. 
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Sherbet- and water-sellers pervaded the 
scene, and added the chatter of their 
voices and the clatter of their brass cups 
to the already indescribable din. There 
were piles of different sorts of grain; har- 
ness for horses, camels and buffaloes; 
heaps of carpets and rugs and clothing ; 
fez caps, papooshes, pipes and tobacco, 
mostly the common Jibileh; brass and 
copper cups and cooking utensils, and 
cheap jewelry and trinkets. Farther on 
was a space reserved for buying and sell- 
ing horses, donkeys, camels and cattle, 
and here were to be seen fellows who 
would not be off their feet at Tattersall’s 
or ata Kentucky “quarter race,” so much 
are jockeys and horse-dealers alike all 
the world over. It was really amusing 
to recognize the well-known “horsey” 
look from under the ujfieh of an Arab 
whenever the chance for a “trade” pre- 
sented itself. 

Near the horse-fair we became aware 
of music of a peculiar kind, with a good 
deal of tambourine in it, proceeding 
from a closed tent; and upon its be- 
coming known that our party was pres- 
ent, out streamed from the door a group 
of musicians and almehs, or dancing-wo- 
men ; the latter in rather light attire, but 
covered, as to their heads, bosoms, arms 
and ankles, with strings of jingling coins 
—some with toe-rings, and all with the 
eyes heavily lined out with kohl and fin- 
gers stained with henna. These people 
have not, for many years, been permit- 
ted publicly to exercise their vocation in 
Northern Egypt, but have been banish- 
ed away up the Nile. I presume their 
presence at the fair was winked at by 
the authorities, and they were probably 
not the best of their class. Some of the 
women were by no means bad-looking, 
and they danced with a sway of figure 
and a grace and abandon perfect in their 
way. It is the same dance, with the 
same steps and gestures, which is paint- 
ed on the walls of many an ancient 
Egyptian tomb, and transmitted from 
the time of Osortasen and the Pharaoh 
who knew Joseph. A tremendous crowd 
at once collected on the prospect of a 
dance at the expense of the strangers, 
and, gaping over each other's shoulders, 





divided their stares between our party and 
the almehs. The sun, all this time, was 
beating down upon the scene with power 
sufficient, one would have thought, to 
bake the unprotected brains of most of 
the company. One of our party became 
fairly ill from this cause, and we were all 
glad to escape from the reeking markets 
and streets, and to take refuge once more 
in the cool and spacious house of our 
vice-consul. 

Here we managed to cool off a little, 
and in due time were ushered into the 
dining-room, where was a table hand- 
somely decked and furnished in the Eu- 
ropean style. Our host took his place 
at the head of the table, but during the 
whole dinner never touched a morsel, 
occupying himself in superintending the 
movements of the numerous servants and 
in smiling blandly on each of us as we 
caught his eye, and evidently inviting 
us by his gestures to “go in and win.” 
When we had had eight or ten courses 
of the usual soups, fish and roast and 
boiled, accompanied by wine of several 
sorts, we began to feel that there was a 
limit to our capacity. But there appear- 
ed to be none to the resources of our 
host’s larder and kitchen, for course 
after course of native dishes was now 
brought on, and we were pressed to try 
one after another of strange-looking and 
still stranger-tasting concoctions. Final- 
ly, the list of these seemed to be exhaust- 
ed, and the roasts began over again, 
until, on the appearance of a huge tur- 
key stuffed with pistachios, my right- 
hand neighbor, who had a statistical 
mind, announced that this formed the 
twentieth course. At this point the con- 
sul-general interfered, and informed our 
host, with many thanks and compli- 
ments, that we could positively eat no 
more. With a gratified smile and the 
air of a general who had won a victory 
he turned to his servants and ordered 
the cooking to cease. We were told af- 
terward that it was the etiquetté of a 
grand repast among wealthy people of 
this class that the courses should con- 
tinue to appear until the guests asked 
the host’s mercy or gave other decided 
evidence of repletion. Our consul-gen- 
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eral, knowing this, had been willing to 
let us see how far the thing could go. 

When we had risen from table and 
taken seats upon the divan, the wife 
and daughter of our host (Syrian Chris- 
tians) served us with basins of perfumed 
water and fine fringed towels, after which 
they raised the hands of the principal 
members of the party to their lips and 
foreheads and thanked them for the 
great honor they had done them. 

The sun was by this time low, and the 
time for our train had quite arrived. So 
we left the house of our entertainer to 
walk the short distance to the station. 
On the way we met the horses of one 
of the viceroy’s squadrons going to wa- 
ter. Beautiful animals they were—all 
dark bay or chestnut, splendidly groom- 
ed, and marching to the sound of the 
trumpet as steadily as if each carried a 
rider. The men in charge of them were 
well-set-up, soldier-like fellows, who, 
barring their white uniforms and dark 
faces, might have just ridden out of 
Knightsbridge Barracks or the gate of 
Saumur. 

At the station we found our car just 
being attached to the evening-train from 
Cairo; which train, by the by, had been 
waiting for us for some time, to the very 
apparent disgust of the English-speaking 
and other European passengers. The 
native passengers seemed to take the 
delay calmly and as a matter of course, 
some of them spreading their prayer- 
carpets upon the platform to recite the 
evening prayer, to which the muezzins 
were calling from the minarets as we 
left the town: “La Illah illa Allah! 
Mohammed du russiil Alla-a-h!”” 

We were soon off, passing. through 
most monotonous scenery, with con- 
stantly recurring groups of Fellahs and 
their animals returning from their long 
day of labor, and filing along the cause- 
ways and embankments toward the mud 
villages and towns, over which the pig- 
eons were whirling their last flight be- 
fore betaking themselves to their cotes 
for the night. The air became cooler 
and «the moon rose as we rolled along 
the embankment of Lake Mareotis, and 
the whole scene was so calm and peace- 
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ful and conducive to reverie that it seem- 
ed a rude awakening when we dashed 
into the station at Alexandria and the 
touts and donkey-boys began their tire- 
some ‘yells and shouts, as if they had 
never left off since morning: ‘“Onkle 
Sam, sir! werry good donkey, my mas- 
ter.’ —‘‘ Dis Jim Crow! more better, sir!’’ 
—‘Hétel Mediterranée, signori!’’ Bid- 
ding good-night to our pleasant and cour- 
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teous fellow-sightseers, we were soon clat- 
tering through the streets to the custom- 
house landing. Our cutter was waiting: 
“Up oars! let fall! give way all!” and 
twenty-four strong, bronzed arms were 
pulling us over the smooth surface of the 
moonlit harbor. In ten minutes we were 
once more on board our floating home, 
and turned in forthwith, tired enough to 
sleep without rocking. E. S. 





ACROSS STRANGE WATERS. 


HESE winter days, my love, are short and sad— 
Oh, sad and short! 
But future summers will not make us glad, 
Of Fate the sport. 


I go; and where we have been you abide, 
To face the light 

Of days that pour their splendor far and wide, 
And mock the night. 


How you will hate their brightness well I know— 
Their fragrant ways, 

Thick set with bloom, free winds that come and go, 
And birds that praise 


The triumph of the summer, and are glad 


Of their desire, 


Fulfilled in warmth, with mirth and music mad, 


And set on fire 


Of Love, to whom all sweet things do belong: 
Those new, bright days, 

With overflow of blossoms and glad song, 
You will not praise. 


Nor shall the swift, short nights, when skies bend low, 
And through the blue 

The white moon moves on silently and slow, 
Bring rest to you. 


The day will vex you, and the night deny 
Your idle prayer: 
Shall I, across strange waters, hear your cry, 


And be aware? 


Vor. XXII.—23 


LouIsE CHANDLER MOULTON. 





I. 


OT since the day on which we heard 

of Lee’s surrender had there been 

such a commotion in the house. We 
who had grown up since that date had 
ceased to expect anything in the way 
of pleasure, for “the war” was a ghost 
that wouldn't be laid. Did we want fine 
dresses, we were asked where the money 
was coming from, now that Uncle David 
had lost all his property by the war; did 
we vainly long for a trip to a Northern 
city, we were consoled by the announce- 
ment that if it had not been for the war 
Uncle David would have taken us to 
Europe; if we complained that we had 
to keep our own rooms in order and 
sweep the parlors besides, a dignified 
reference was made to the former num- 
ber of servants in the establishment ; and 
when we roundly declared that life wasn’t 
worth living without a dessert for dinner 
every day, somebody would say that it 
could hardly be expected we should set 
such a table as we did before the war. 
Positively, we didn’t know how old we 
were, for Aunt Nanny declared that her 
memory wasn’t a yard long on account 
of the trouble she had had during the 
war, and the family Bible had been 
“confiscated’’ by a pious private of 
taking propensities. Lilly was the old- 
er, however: we knew that. She was 
half a head taller than I, and had a dig- 
nified figure, though she looked like a 
child in the face and had a good many 
‘ child’s ways. She never knew what to 
do with her hands, for one thing, and 
when a little embarrassed she had a 
sweet cunning habit of putting one hand 
up to her mouth and laughing behind it. 
Her mouth was her prettiest feature. It 
had a bewitching way of dimpling at the 
corners, and the twenty-four pearls be- 
hind it had never been touched by the 
dentist. This, Aunt Nanny said, was 


the one good result of the war; for we 
had to eat boiled rice and drink cold 
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water instead of plum-cake and coffee; 
so we kept our teeth sound. 

We were orphans. Our names were 
Lilly and Stella Tresvant. Our father 
had been killed during the war, and our 
mother had died of grief. We were little 
children then, and had been sent to the 
Island City, Galveston, to live with Aunt 
Nanny and Uncle David. We thought 
ourselves quite grown-up now. Since 
we came to our island home we had 
never been away from it. It was forlorn 
enough, though it was a pretty place, 
all overgrown with oleanders and cape- 
jessamines. We used to get so tired 
watching the sea, hearing the restless 
beat, beat of the waves against the shore, 
andseeing the far-off birds dip their wings 
into the water! There was an old book 
in Uncle David's library that I suppose 
we had read a dozen times. It was 
called Rasse/as, and was about a young 
prince and his sister who lived in a Hap- 
py Valley, and yet could never be happy 
until they got away. “I can sympathize 
with them,” Lilly used to say with such 
a mournful look in her big gray eyes; 
“and yet what was their case com- 
pared to ours? They didn’t have to 
wear their grandmother’s clothes made 
over, I’m very sure.” 

But the turning came in our long lane. 
One year Uncle David's crop was un- 
commonly good. He made a bale to 
the acre, got it all picked in good time, 
and the hands paid off without any 
grurabling. His plantation was in the 
interior, and just before the cotton was 
sent off we all went up to have a look 
at it. There were about fifty bales—a 
very good crop for these times, though 
Aunt Nanny declared it wouldn’t have 
been a drop in the bucket “before the 
war.” But it looked like immense wealth 
to Lilly and myself. 

“Only think, Stella!” said Lilly to me: 
“if we had just a single bale apiece, what 
a good time we might have!” 
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Now, it happened that Uncle David 
overheard this. He was walking about 
the yard, as silent as usual, but he was 
holding his spectacles in his hand, and 
that was with him a sign of great good- 
humor. We could always tell the state 
of the cotton-market by the position of 
Uncle David’s spectacles; and, as Mrs. 
Gargery tied on her apron when upon a 
“rampage,” so uncle jammed his spec- 
tacles close to his eyes when things were 
very much out of joint. 

“Well, girls,” he said, “you’ve been 
pretty good lately, and I'll present you 
each with a bale of cotton.” 

We couldn’t speak for surprise. But 
I flew at Uncle David and gave him 
such a kissing as he had néver had from 
anybody, I suppose, for he blushed quite 
red. 

Then we ran off to the cotton-press to 
see the last bales pressed. As often as 
we had watched that revolving screw 
and the two mules going slowly round 
squeezing the huge bale—it was rather 
a primitive press this, made by the car- 
penter on the place—we had never look- 
ed with an interest to compare with that 
which we now felt. It was our own prop- 
erty being squeezed into shape; and we 
actually stood there until the bale in press 
was rolled out, corded and tied. It was 
a great five-hundred- pounder at least; 
and “That’s mine,” said Lil. 

When we had been at home a few days 
a lady called to see us who had been an 
old friend of our mother’s: Mrs. Long 
was her name. She was sparkling with 
jewels, and Lil and I were quite dazzled 
by them and her pretty clothes and her 
careless way of saying that she thought 
of “running over to New Orleans for a 
couple of months,” just as we should 
have proposed to run down to the beach 
to pick up shells. 

“TI wish I could take these two girls 
with me,” she said, waving her hand 
toward Lilly and me. “Would it not be 
possible, dear Miss Nanny ?” 

Aunt Nanny shook her head, and be- 
gan the usual doleful story about the war 
and its consequences ; but Lilly gave me 
a quick look, and her face absolutely 
flashed. Then she slyly raised those 








long slim fingers of hers and spelled 
out, ‘Zhe cotton.” 

Well, pretty soon we heard from the 
cotton. Uncle David had sent it to Eng- 
land, and it had brought a good price. 
In he came one day and tossed a little 
packet into my lap and into Lil’s. We 
opened them, and out tumbled five 
twenty-dollar gold-pieces. 

“Well, young ladies,” said he, “what 
shall you do with your wealth ?” 

“Go to New Orleans,” said Lilly as 
coolly as ever she spoke in her life. 

“Pooh! pooh!” said Aunt Nanny: 
“‘just put it in the bank for a nest-egg.” 

“Now, Aunt Nanny,” said Lilly, who 
had a perfect genius for argument, “‘ what 
under heaven do we want with a nest- 
egg? Uncle David gave us this without 
any conditions: we were to do just as 
we pleased with it. And I am tired of 
staying on this old sand-bar: it just 
makes me sick to smell the oleanders. 
I want to go somewhere—to see some- 
thing of life. Mrs. Long would be de- 
lighted to have us go over to New Or- 
leans with her: this money will buy us 
some new dresses; so why can’t we do 
it?” 

“I think they might go, Nanny,” said 
that blessed Uncle David; and then 
Maum’ Hepsey came in. She had been 
our black mammy, and was a privileged 
character. 

“Lor’, yes, Miss Nanny!” said she: 
“let de chillen go, for massy’s sake. 
Dey gits tired joggin’ along here in de 
same ole ruts. ‘Tain’t gwine ter cost 
so very much; an’ I’m willin’ ter 'con- 
omize six months ter help ‘long.” 

The end of it all was that Aunt Nan- 
ny had to give her consent—that is, she 
said, if Mrs. Long really wanted us. So 
she dressed in her best—a long velvet 
cloak and a brocaded silk that looked 
very arkaic—and went the same day 
to find out that lady’s mind. She came 
back, of course, with a warm repetition 
of Mrs. Long’s invitation, and an urgent 

entreaty to be ready in a week's time. 
Hence the commotion in our family, 
for much had to be done in that week 
of preparation. 
I did not suspect Lilly was not quite 
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happy until one morning when we were 
walking on the beach before breakfast. 
It was a morning to make one in love 
with life. I danced along the hard 
shining white beach, and was more in- 
terested in watching the water, that broke 
into as many ripples as if the fishes were 
doing the diagonal waltz under the waves, 
than in looking at Lilly’s face; but final- 
ly I noticed that she had an ugly little 
frown on her forehead. 

“ After all, Stell,” she said, “one hun- 
dred dollars won't go a great way.” 

“Well, of course, Lil, we don’t expect 
to launch out, like Dinah, in ‘gorgeous 
array.” 

“No, but we don’t want to look like 
Southern paupers.”’ 

“As we are,” said I, laughing. 

“No matter: we must put the best 
foct foremost,” said Lil, looking very 
pretty and pale and earnest as the salt 
wind blew back her hair: “our new 
silks, with some of Aunt Nanny’s old 
lace, will do very well, but how I wish 
we had some jewelry!” 

“Oh, I don’t care for that,” said I. 

“Good enough reason : you are young- 
er than I am, and don’t need it.” (One 
would have thought Lilly thirty years 
old.) “But I should look like a different 
being with earrings. I must have a pair.” 

“The only question is how to: get 
them,” said I prosaically, for I'm always 
acting as a drag on Lilly’s wheels. 

“True,” she said with a tragic air. 
“Dear me! I’m tempted to duck my 
head under the water, and let it stay 
there, when I think of all the troubles 
of life.”’, 

** € You would be a mermaid fair, 
Sitting alone, sitting alone,’ 
and all strung round with corals and 
pearls. But I'd rather be Stella Tres- 
vant on her way to New Orleans—and 
breakfast.” 

“Breakfast, indeed!’ said Lilly with 
an accent of scorn. 

Still, she ate this meal with a becoming 
appetite, and after it was ended proposed 
that we should go and have a chat with 
Maum’ Hepsey. 

We found Maum’ Hepsey in her cab- 
in, sitting in a rickety old rocking-chair, 
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a short black pipe in her mouth from 
which she was drawing vigorous whiffs 
of comfort. A slow fire was burning in 
the fireplace, and on it was a huge black 
kettle half filled with white Southern 
corn. This was “lye hominy” in course 
of preparation — the succulent lye hom- 
iny dear to every Southern heart. 

Lor’, chillen!”” said Maum’ Hepsey, 
‘it’s too hot for you to be in here. Massy 
knows if I wazn't seasoned to it I'd drap 
in my tracks, dis fire is so pow'ful draw- 
in’.” 

“Oh, never mind, maum’ ; we can sit 
in the door. We just came to talk to 
you about our troubles.” 

“Sakes alive! I thought your troubles 
waz about over, now dat you’re gwine 
ter have a trip to Orleans.” 

“That's it,”” sighed Lil: “we're going 
off to that grand city, where I suppose 
the ladies wear silks and satins every 
day, and we’ve nothing to wear.” 

““Whar's de money for de cotton?” 
Maum’ Hepsey demanded, her lower 
jaw dropping in such a surprised way 
that the black pipe fell out and barely 
escaped the lye hominy. 

““A hundred dollars doesn’t go very 
far,” said Lil contemptuously. 

“Well, chillen, in my young days dat 
waz pretty much of a sum—sho’s yo’ 
born it waz.” 

“Things are different now; and be- 
sides, Maum’ Hepsey, you don’t know 
how a dressed-up lady ought to look.” 

“ Highty -tighty !’ said maum’, while 
her eyes sparkled alarmingly. “As if 
I ain’t seen mo’ finery in a month dan 
you has in every blessed year of your 
life! Lor’! when my young mars’ brung 
his bride over from Orleans dat chile 
didn’t have a gownd in her trunk dat 
warn't made of Injy silk; an’ she did 
look han’some a-trailin’ round in ’em. 
An’ you tell me I donno what fine dress- 
in’ is! Go ’long, chile! you've lost your 
manners.” 

Maum’ Hepsey was really offended, 
and I hastened to soothe her: “ Lil only 
meant that you didn't know how the 
ladies dressed now. We are to have 
two new dresses, maum’, but Lilly's 
trouble is that she hasn't any jewelry.” 
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She shook her turbaned head: “ Jew- 
elry costs a sight of money, honey. My 
young mis’, she had a ring on her finger 
wid a stun in it like a star. ‘Twarn’t 
no bigger ’n a baby hazelnut, but, sho’s 
yo’ born, chillen, dat ring cost Zen hun- 
dred dollars !” 

“That was a diamond,” said Lilly in 
an awed voice. “I never expect to have 
one if I live to be a thousand years old.” 

“Chillen,”” said Maum’ Hepsey, low- 
ering her voice, “why don’t you git 
Miss Nanny to let you open dat trunk 
in de attic?” 

“Whose is it, Maum’ Hepsey ?” 

“Lor’, honey! didn’t you never hear 
‘bout dat trunk? It was lef’ wid your 
Uncle David for sto’age durin’ de war. 
A slim, dark-complected young man 
brought it one evenin’ about sundown, 
an’ from dat day to dis none of us has 
ever set eyes on him.” 

“What do you suppose became of 
him ?” 

“De good Lord knows, honey. Mos’ 
likely he waz killed: men dropped down 
like oleander-blossoms in de high winds 
in dem dreadful days. Now, I shouldn’t 
wonder, chillen, if dar waz money in dat 
trunk.” 

“So there might be,” said Lilly with a 
start. 

“It must ha’ held somethin’ valerble,”’ 
said Maum’ Hepsey, looking like a sol- 
emn old owl, “else why should he ha’ 
been so mighty pertickeler "bout havin’ 
it stored safe? Den, ag’in, he must ha’ 
been killed, else why shouldn't he ha’ 
come back for it? An’ why should we 
let de things—whatever is in it—moulder 
away, instead o’ gettin’ de good of ’em 
like sensible folks ?” 

“We shouldn’t have any right,” said I 
doubtfully. 

“Oh shoo, chile, shoo! You'd have 
just as much right as de rats an’ mice.” 

Lilly jumped up. “I think Maum’ 
Hepsey’s idea a good one,” said she. 
“Who knows? That trunk may turn 
out a gold-mine.”” 

Back we went to the house, and made 
an appeal to Aunt Nanny to be allowed 
to open the trunk. 

“Dear me, girls! what will you think 
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of next?” said she. ‘I had almost for- 
gotten that old trunk.” . 

“Tell us about the man who left it, 
aunty. What was his name?” 

“That’s what none of us know. He 
came here about dusk one evening—a 
wild, distracted-looking man he was— 
and said he wanted to leave a trunk 
until called for. You know your uncle 
David was a commission-merchant, and 
very often had packages left with him 
for safe-keeping. He had a book in 
which he registered the names of the 
owners, descriptions of the parcels, etc. 
He turned to his desk to get out this 
ledger, and when he looked round again 
the man was gone. Your uncle ran to 
the door, but no trace of him was to 
be seen. He says that he would have 
thought the whole thing a dream, but 
for the little trunk on the floor.” 

“What a romance!”’. cried Lil. 

“The poor fellow must have been kill- 
ed,” said Aunt Nanny. “We advertised 
the trunk after the war, but no claimant 
ever came for it.” 

“And you've kept it all this time with- 
out looking into it? Howcould you? It 
would have been a perfect Blue Beard’s 
chamber to me.” 

“Dear-me, child! With all the trou- 
ble that’s come to this house I’ve had 
other things to do than to go prying 
into strangers’ trunks.” 

“Well, you've got to pry now,” said 
Lilly with her little air of decision. 
“Who knows what treasures we may 
unearth? Can't we open it, aunty?” 

“Yes, if Uncle David says so.” 

We could hardly wait for Uncle Da- 
vid to come home. We dragged the 
trunk down from the attic to the sitting- 
room: finally, we went to the gate to 
watch for Uncle David, and before he 
was well in the house had won his con- 
sent to open the trunk. In fact, I think 
he was not without a mild curiosity him- 
self, though he said, “I feel uncommon- 
ly like a burglar,” as he knelt down by 
the trunk and tried to force the lock. 

“How do you know how a burglar 
feels?" said Lil saucily. 

It was rather an exciting moment. A 
sea-breeze sprang up, and the blinds rat- 
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tled loudly, as though some angry hand 
were trying to break them away. I start- 
ed nervously and looked over my shoul- 
der, half expecting to see the wrathful 
face of a slim, dark man. A cold air 
blew through the room. It almost seem- 
ed that viewless influences were interpos- 
ing to save.the stranger’s treasures from 
profanation. 

It was a spring lock, and it flew open 
with a snap. We peered eagerly into 
the trunk. Commonplace enough! Un- 
cle David handed out one shirt after an- 
other, 

“Bah!” said Lilly, “only a man’s 
shirts !” 

“But only look!’’ said Aunt Nanny, 
“what exquisite linen! and how neatly 
made! 

Lil picked one up and looked at it 
curiously : ‘ Well, they are nicely done: 
no sewing-machine work here. And see, 
aunty, here are initials.” 

The initials “C. G.” were marked in 
delicate embroidery on all the garments. 
Next came a lot of gentleman’s hand- 
kerchiefs marked in the same way, and 
with them half a dozen thread cam- 


bric, lace-bordered handkerchiefs, evi- 
dently intended for a lady’s use, and 
without mark. The next thing was a 
dress-suit, in which we took very little 
interest: then a yellow sheet of paper 


that we seized eagerly. We hoped it 
was a letter, but it was a poem without 
date or signature, written in French: 


Qu’elle est belle la marquise ! 
Que sa toilette est exquise ! 
Gants glacées 4 dix boutons, 
Et bottines hauts talons ! 

* Qu’elle est belle la marquise ! 


Quelles délices, quel délire, 

Dans sa bouche et son sourire ! 

Et sa voix—qui ne dirait 

Que le rossignol chantait ? 
Qu’elle est belle la marquise ! 


La marquise! ma marquise ! 

Bel amour est sa devise, 

Et sa profession de foi 

Est: je vous aime—aimez moi! 
Qu’elle est belle la marquise ! 

“Oh, how interesting!’ cried Lilly. 
“TI shall die if I don’t find out some- 
thing more about him.” 

“You'll never hear of him again,” 
said I, ‘“‘so make up your mind to die.” 


. 
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“Perhaps he had left one he loved,” 
said Uncle David, “and she waited for 
him day after day, and he never came 
back to her.” 

Uncle David's voice was as sad as the 
echo inatomb. I thought I saw tears 
in the misty blue eyes behind the spec- 
tacles; and I believe at that moment, 
for the first time in my life, I realized 
that Uncle David, old and gray and 
wrinkled though he was, had a heart 
that had suffered. 

“Well,” said Lilly, shaking back her 
hair impatiently, “is there anything 
more ?” 

“Only this little box.’’ 

We opened the box, and there, on a 
bed of pink cotton, were a pair of cuff- 
buttons, the most elegant we had ever 
seen. They were onyx, with diamond 
stars fora centre. The diamonds were 
all small except the central ones, that 
were like the dewdrops at the tips of 
narrow leaves. 

“How beautiful!’ cried Lilly. 

“These diamonds are of great value,” 
said Uncle David, examining them crit- 
ically. 

“But this man must have had friends,” 
said I: “there must be some one in the 
world to whom these things ought to 
belong.” 

“Until those friends are found,” said 
Lilly, “I propose that we act as Mr. Un- 
known’s heir and executors. You can 
have the handkerchiefs, Stell, and I will 
take these buttons: they could be made 
into lovely earrings.” 

“Oh, Lilly! should you like to wear 
them ?” 

“Certainly: why not?” and Lilly ran 
to the glass and held one of the darkly- 
shining stones against her pale, pretty 
cheek.—‘ Don’t oppose it, aunty dear. 
Only think! fifteen years and the man 
not heard from!” 

“Here are his initials again,” said I, 
picking upthe other button, on whose gold 
side the initials were engraved. “‘C.G.’ 
—Constant Gower? Colton Goran ?” 

“What nonsense, Stell!’ interrupted 
Lilly.—‘ Tell me, Aunt Nanny—may | 
have the buttons?” 

“Oh, I suppose so, child. You always 
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manage to have your own way; and if 
your uncle David is willing, I’ve no ob- 
jections.”” 

Uncle David was equally willing, so 
Lilly took triumphant possession of the 
buttons. 

Another week saw us on our way to 
New Orleans. We were neither of us 
seasick, and we enjoyed every moment 
of the voyage across the Gulf. Mrs. 
Long seemed glad to have us, and was 
interested in our incessant talk. Lilly 
of course gave her the whole story of 
the Frenchman's buttons, and brought 
them out for her inspection. She said 
they would make lovely earrings, and 
that she must attend to that the first 
thing on reaching New Orleans. 

She took us to the St. Charles Hotel, 
and with beating hearts we made our 
toilettes for the table d’héte. What a 
grand occasion that was to us! I was 
rather frightened, but Lilly actually seem- 
ed to grow taller as she put on her new 
dress. She had chosen the suit herself, 
and while the skirt was black silk, the 
bodice was deep crimson laced. in the 
back. Her face rose from it like a lily, 
pure and pale. I looked at her with ad- 
miration and despair, for in my nervous- 
ness I felt that my face was the color of 
an Indian peach. Once seated in the 
dining-room, however, we soon began 
to feel a comfortable sense of our own 
insignificance, and to look about at our 
neighbors as Mrs. Long was doing. 

A season of delight now set in for us. 
We went to museums and picture-gal- 
leries; we drove on the Shell Road that 
wound in shining distance like a silver 
chain; and walked on Canal and Ca- 
rondelet streets, equally interested in 
the fine shop-windows and the fine lan- 
guid ladies who strolled past them. 

To be in New Orleans at any time 
would have been joy enough, but it was 
“gilding refined gold’ to be there in the 
gay week preceding the Carnival, and 
to look forward to Mardi-Gras itself to 
round off our visit. Already immense 
“proclamations,” printed in every color 
of the rainbow, were thrown about the 
city like handbills, running somewhat in 
this style: 
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“We command that Tuesday, Mardi- 
Gras, March 5, be set apart as a day of 
Fun, Folly and Frolic, when the inno- 
cent license of the mask shall have no 
let, when the places of festivity shall of- 
fer a night of pleasure to all our people, 
and when the pageant of the Mystick 
Krewe of Comus shall dazzle the eye 
and captivate the reason by the won- 
ders of art and beauty. 

“Signed, 
“Attest: TYPHOON, Puck.” 


REx. 


Who composed this Mystic Krewe no 
one knew. Year after year, like a splen- 
did dream, a glittering procession moved 
through the streets at dusk of Shrove- 
Tuesday, representing the fairest myths 
of fable and the most gorgeous pageants 
of history. Mrs. Long, who had seena 
Roman Carnival, declared it far surpass< 
ed in magnificence by that of our own 
Southern city. And we—lucky, lucky 
girls that we were !—were to see it all! 
We were even to go to the grand ball 
at the opera-house; for, though Aunt 
Nanny did not approve of balls, and we 
had never been to one, Mrs. Long de- 
clared it would do no harm for “once in 
a way,” and that it would be a memory. 
for a lifetime. 

It is no part of my story to tell of the 
delights of the great day, nor of its mag- 
nificent displays; nor of our fluttering 
hearts as we dressed for the ball; nor 
of how pretty Lilly looked all in white, 
with white flowers in her dark hair, and 
the onyx earrings shining against her 
fair cheeks; nor even of the beautiful 
ball itself. A memory for a life Mrs. 
Long declared it would be; and this, I 
doubt not, it will prove, but for a rea- 
son she will never guess. Something 
happened so romantic, so wonderful, so 
extraordinary, that I am sure when we 
are old, old ladies—‘‘sans teeth, sans 
eyes, sans taste, sans everything ’’— it 
will give us a thrill of the blood to think 
of that Mardi-Gras ball. 

We were dancing inacotillon. It was 
the basket figure, where the ladies are 
all grouped in the centre. I was on one 
side of Lilly: on the other was a pretty, 
foreign-looking little creature dressed in 
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black with gleams of scarlet breaking 
through. Imagine what we felt when 
this lovely apparition seized Lilly by the 
wrist and said in a low, agitated voice, 
“In the name of Heaven, young lady, 
tell me where you got the earrings that 
you wear in your ears!” 


II. 


The next moment the dance had sep- 
arated us. Lilly and I had only time to 
exchange one glance of wonder. After 
the dance, when we were taken back to 
our seats and our partners had left us, 
the stranger came over to us and said 
rapidly, in a low voice and with a strong 
French accent," Pardon my impertinence, 
Je vous en prie. But is it that you will 
answer my question ?”’ 

I did not know what to say, but Lilly, 
who is never at a loss, replied, ‘* The story 
would be rather long to give in a ball- 
room, and I don’t know what right you 
have to ask it.” 

“Verra true,” said she gently; “but I 
did once see a pair of buttons ze twins of 
your earrings. Ze letters ‘C. G.’ were en- 
graved on ze gold backs.” 

She was watching Lilly closely as she 
spoke. My sister blushed crimson, and 
said, “If that be so, you have more right 
to them than I have.” 

“Ah, mon Dieu!” cried the stranger: 
“it isasI] hoped! When can I see you? 
Where? how ?” 

“Come and see me: I am at the St. 
Charles Hotel. My name is Lilly Tres- 
vant.” 

“You are with your mother ?” 

“No: with a friend—Mrs. Long.” 

“Ah, your chaperone! And she will 
wish to know who is your visitor. I can- 
not have it arranged that way.” She 
seemed in deep thought: then said, “ Lis- 
ten, chéres demoiselles. There are rea- 
sons why I wish it not known that we 
have met: I will explain all when I see 
you. Do you go sometimes to ze French 
market ?” 

“Oh yes—often.” 

“Come, then, to-morrow morning: I 
will meet you. I will tell my story, and 
you will tell yours. Mon Dieu! after all 
these years, how strange! I must leave 
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you now. Au revoir. Remember, to- 
morrow, early, at ze French market; 
and not one word to your chaperone, 
Madame Long: you promise?” 

We promised of course—what foolish 
girls wouldn’t have promised ?—and the 
graceful little Frenchwoman moved away, 
leaving two girls more interested and ex- 
cited than they had ever been in all their 
lives. We cared no more for the ball: 
we went home like people in a dream. 
We scarcely slept that night, fearing to 
be late for the French market in the 
morning. Before it was fairly light we 
had dressed ourselves and hurried off. 

“Oh, Stell!’ cried my tall sister, “let 
us never say we haven't had an adven- 
ture! No novel I ever read was half 
so exciting. I feel quite like a heroine, 
don’t you?” 

“TI think the little Frenchwoman is 
more the heroine of the piece.” 

“Yes, so she is; and she ought to be. 
Isn’t she a charming, graceful, pretty 
creature ?” 

“She is pretty,” said I, hurrying along 
to keep pace with Lilly’s long steps, “but 
there was something about her I did not 
quite like. It seemed to me she had a 
sort of common look, in spite of her 
fine dress.” 

“Common! Well, Stell, you had bet- 
ter not say anything more!”’ said Lilly 
with crushing emphasis. 

“It was so queer,” persisted I, “that 
she made us promise not to say any- 
thing to Mrs. Long!’’ ; 

“Oh, that will all be explained.” 

“T felt like a conspirator stealing out 
of the house this morning.” 

“As if we don’t go to the French mar- . 
ket whenever we like! And there’s cer- 
tainly no harm in going to meet a /ady. 
If it had been a young man now!” and 
Lilly’s laugh rang out gayly. 

The French market was as pretty and 
bright as usual, though it was the dull 
Ash-Wednesday morning. The long 
line of stalls was bright with fruits and 
flowers, and walking about, buying, star- 
ing, chatting, drinking coffee, eating or- 
anges, were people of almost every na- 
tionality under heaven. However, the 
unique interest of the scene, this morn- 
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ing at least, was thrown away upon us. 
In the crowd we soon distinguished the 
figure of the little Frenchwoman, and 
joined her at once. She had on a close 
black bonnet and a veil, and did not look 
nearly so pretty as she had looked the 
night before. Her skin lacked delicacy, 
and there was a haggard look about her 
eyes. 

“Mes chéres demoiselles,” she ex- 
claimed, “I have thought of nothing 
all night but of seeing you here this 
morning.” 

We very truthfully assured her that 
such had been the case with ourselves. 

“You did not wear them?” exclaimed 
she, looking at Lilly’s ears. 

“I meant to,” said Lilly with a start, 
“but getting off in such a hurry, and 
never wearing them in the morning, I 
forgot to put them in.” 

“Ah, yes: they are too handsome for 
morning. You have ze good taste, ma- 
demoiselle. Come, now, let us take some 
coffee together, then we can go over where 
it is quiet and talk.” 

She took us to an old Frenchwoman’s 
stand, and we each drank a cup of the 


strong black coffee, which she insisted 


on paying.for. Then we crossed the 
market to a deserted stall, whose owner 
had probably sold out her small stock at 
an early hour and gone home. We sat 
down, and she began: “You have told 
me your name. Mine is Gardiné—Véra 
Gardiné. I have a brother named Clé- 
ment Gardiné.” 

“C.G.!" cried Lilly. 

“C.G.,” said she with a sigh. “You 
have perhaps heard of the Gardiné fam- 
ily? The old name is well known in ze 
city.” 

We confessed with some shame that it 
was unknown to us. 

She sighed again: “Ah! it is a sad 
story: I will tell it to you in ze way ze 
most quickest. Weare French, but born 
in zis country—creoles, you know. I was 
but a leetle girl when ze war began, and 
my brother had scarcely twenty years. 
But he was so brave, so reckless: go to 
ze war he would, almost breaking ze 
heart of his —his — fiancée —what you 
call it in English: his engaged girl—ze 
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gentle, lovely Florine. When ze North- 
ern army came to New Orleans, Florine’s 
father and mother ran away with her to 
Texas— made of themselves refugees. 
Soon after both parents died, and Flo- 
rine was left so all alone that my brother 
determined to marry her at once. He got 
a furlough from his general, and came 
home in disguise. It was joy all mixed 
with fear to see him. Blockade-steamers 
were running all ze time from New Or- 
leans to Galveston, and he took passage 
in one of them. He had no baggages, 
but one small trunk that I packed for 
him — his dress-suit, some shirts that I 
had made, some lace handkerchiefs that 
I was sending to Florine. In this trunk 
too were ze star buttons, heirlooms in ze 
famille Gardiné. He was to spend his 
honeymoon in Texas until his furlough 
had expired: then he was to bring Flo- 
rine to me, and he was to go back to 
his regiment. He left me, brave, strong, 
full of hope, and from zat time till one 
long year afterward I neither saw nor 
heard from mon frére. 

“I was distracted. I wrote letters here, 
there, everywhere. It was no use. The 
city was besieged: I could not get out 
of it. Oh, what suffering to remember! 

“One day, in my heart-sickness, long- 
ing to do something with my life, I went 
with one of ze good Sisters of our Church 
into ze city hospital. And there I found 
my brother, his head shaved, raving with 
fever! He had been fighting, they told 
me, with one of ze guerilla-bands around 
ze city—had been captured and brought 
there wounded dangerously. I took him 
home, nursed him night and day, and at 
last had my reward. He knew me—ze 
consciousness had come back to him. 
You can guess ze questions I poured out, 
but oh, mes chéres demoiselles, you can- 
not guess ze sister’s agony when I found 
zat mon pauvre frére had forgotten every 
circumstance of ze past year!” 

“Oh, how dreadful!”’ cried Lilly, her 
eyes filling with tears. ‘What did you 
do?” 

“What could 1 do? Ze doctair said it 
was not an uncommon case. There had 
been some injury to ze brain. Clément 
remembered coming to New Orleans, 
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and making his preparations to go to 
Florine; but from zat time all was a 
dreadful blank. I drove him almost wild 
with my tears and questions, for what 
had become of Florine? As soon as he 
was well, and we could get away from 
the city, we went to Texas to try and 
find her, but our search was all in vain. 

“And now you can judge what I felt 
when I saw ze star buttons in zis young 
lady’s ears.’’—She turned to Lilly, and 
spoke in a voice all broken with emo- 
tion: “It seemed that at last I had a 
key to unlock ze door of that sad year. 
Tell me quickly, mademoiselle, where 
did you get them? Did Florine give 
them to you? Is she dead? Tell me 
all.” 

“You are deceived, Miss Gardiné,” 
said Lilly, almost ready to burst into 
tears. “All I can tell is very little. A 
trunk was brought to my uncle’s in Gal- 
veston by a young man, who rushed off 
before uncle could even ask his name. 
From that day we have never heard 
from him, and out of curiosity my sister 
and I persuaded Uncle David to let us 
open the trunk.” 


Miss Gardiné clasped her hands trag- 
ically : ‘“‘ Hélas! after so much hope to 


find only disappointment! Ze saddest 
part of it allis this,” she went on. “Since 
it all happened mon pauvre frére has been 
so miserable zat sometimes he loses his 
mind: he is mad. No one knows this 
but myself—no one shall know. In so- 
ciety he is ze elegant young man: yes, 
people who admire him little dream 
when he is away, and they think him 
on his plantation up ze Bayou Téche, 
zat he is in a private madhouse in ze 
city, watched over by poor Véra.” 

She raised her handkerchief to her 
eyes, and Lilly and I looked at each 
other with deep, silent sympathy. 

“This is why I have begged your se- 
crecy,” she said. ‘“Yourchaperone, Ma- 
dame Long, possibly knows many people: 
she would talk. Ze misfortunes of Clé- 
ment Gardiné must not be talked over 
by ze vulgaire herd.” 

“I am sure,” said I diffidently, “that 
Mrs. Long would be prudent.” 

“My dear child,” said mademoiselle, 
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smiling sadly, “it is better not to put her 
to ze test. Besides, what good would it 
do?” 

“That is so, Stell,” said Lilly impa- 
tiently. ‘‘Why are you always so anx- 
ious to tell things?” 

“TI have one last hope,” said Miss 
Gardiné. “Ze doctairhas said if my broth- 
er could once remember zat last year he 
might be cured entiérement. It is brood- 
ing on zat-subject that brought on his in- 
sanity: he needs a shock. Now, if you 
will go with me when I visit him, and 
show him suddenly ze star buttons— 
who knows?—all may come back to 
him. I have told ze doctair all ze story, 
and he thinks it a plan of wisdom.” 

“I am sure it is,” said Lilly, “and I 
will go with you with pleasure.” 

“To a madhouse ?” cried I. 

“You would never know it was zat,” 
said the French lady: “‘it is like one fine 
private house, ze patients are all so gen- 
tle.” 

The end of it was that we promised 
to meet her at the Catholic cathedral 
the next day, and go with her to see her 
brother. ‘Dress very simply,” said she 
at parting, ‘‘and do not fear anysing. — If 
any one speaks to you in ze house, all 
you must do is to make one courtesy 
very respectful, and humor them in 
their leetle fancies.” 

Mrs. Long noticed the next day our 
preoccupation and aversion to our usual 
interests, but, thinking it the natural re- 
action after the excitement of the past 
weeks, she forbore to question us. 

We were promptly at the place of ap- 
pointment next day, and so was Miss Vé- 
ra. A carriage was called, and we were 
driven rapidly to a house just on the edge 
of the city —a fine, rambling old house, 
set far back in beautiful grounds and sur- 
rounded by an iron fence. Heavy iron 
gates swung open harshly, and closed 
after us with a clanging, dismal sound. 
I clung to Lilly’s arm, feeling very ner- 
vous, but her courage seemed to rise 
with the occasion. “You had better 
take the earrings out,”’ said Miss Gar- 
diné before we went in: “here is a box 
I have brought on purpose.” 

Lilly handed her the earrings, together 
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with the package of lace handkerchiefs 
that I had appropriated. 

By this time we had reached the door. 
Miss Gardiné unlocked it with a key she 
had in her pocket, and we entered a 
beautiful picture-hung hall with a sil- 
ver lamp swinging from its ceiling. On 
either side were rooms exquisitely fur- 
nished, it seemed to us in a hasty glance. 
Certainly, Miss Véra had been right when 
she had said there was nothing to frighten 
any one about this madhouse. Ina bou- 
doir that we passed a young lady sat at 
a piano singing—a beautiful girl dressed 
in blue, with bare arms. I glanced in- 
quiringly at Véra. “Yes,” said she, nod- 
ding her head, “‘zat is one of ze saddest 
cases here. Her lover was killed in a 
duel on ze bridal-eve, and she became 
insane. She is quite incurable.” 

We went up a flight of broad stairs, 
and in the hall encountered an old lady 
with white hair elaborately dressed. 
“Why! why! why!”’ said she, stopping 
short: ‘who are these girls, Marie? You 
must be having a party.” 

“Only some friends from the country, 
madame, come to spend an hour with 
me,” said Véra in French and with a 
low courtesy. 

“Very decent-looking girls,” said ma- 
dame, looking at us coolly through a 
gold-mounted glass. ‘Here, Marie! 
When you did my hair you made the 
pins stick in me. Just see if you can’t 
relieve me.” 

She sat down, and Véra—or “ Marie,” 
as this poor old mad lady called her— 
gave some deft touches to the gray head. 
“That is better,” said madame gracious- 
ly. ‘Now, where's your cap, child ?” 

“In my pocket, madame.” 

“Put it on, put it on: I don’t want you 
to be aping lady-airs.”” 

Véra pulled out a little cap and put it 
on her silky black locks, smiling sweet- 
ly, and greatly impressing us by her ami- 
ability and tact. Then the old lady went 
down the stairs, and the French girl said 
with a shrug, ‘‘ Sometimes she fancies me 
her maid, sometimes her daughter —la 
pauvre femme !’’ 

Up another flight, and we stopped be- 
fore a closed door. 





“He is here,” said Véra in a low, in- 
tense voice. 

Lilly put her hand on her heart as if 
to stop its beating. As for me, I was 
only conscious of a feeling of burning 
curiosity. 

Véra threw open the door. A young 
man was seated in the centre of the 
room, leaning on a table. His face was 
buried in his hands. “He will sit that 
way for hours,” whispered his sister.— 
Then she said aloud, ‘ Clément!” 

He looked up; an angry flush rose to 
his face; with one bound he was at Vé- 
ra’s side, snatched the little ‘cap from her 
head and tore it into shreds. 

I was fearfully alarmed at this exhibi- 
tion, and Véra looked deeply mortified. 
“He has never been so violent,’ she ex- 
claimed; “and this was my fault: I had 
forgotten that I had on ze miserable lit- 
tle thing.’’—She fixed her eyes on him 
steadily and said, “Clément, I have 
brought some visitors to see you.” 

A gleam of something like reason 
crossed his face: he made a graceful 
bow. Lilly looked fascinated. He was 
a singularly handsome man, very dark, 
with glittering black eyes, and hair fall- 
ing on his shoulders. On his head was 
a red velvet smoking-cap. 

“They have brought something to show 
you, Clément,”’ she went on, as slowly as 
if counting her words—" something that 
you have missed for many years.” 

She opened the box and flashed the 
earrings before his eyes. He started up, 
and in a voice of anguish he cried, ‘ The 
star buttons !"" 

“He recognizes! he remembers!” cried 
Véra. 

“Remember ?” he exclaimed —“re- 
member what? A ship ploughing the 
Gulf—” He stopped, pressed his hands 
madly to his forehead. ‘“ Down, down, 
demon pain!” Then the words came 
pouring out like a torrent: “Light breaks 
through the night. A ship crosses the 
Gulf: a woman begs me, for the sake 
of her I love, to go with her—to save 
her father. He is in prison, he has mur- 
dered a man, but he is old: she loves 
him—she kneels to me. I promised to 
help him escape: I did my best. I said 
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Florine could wait. I left my trunk in 
an old man’s counting-room. We laid 
our plans, but we failed in all. The fa- 
ther was shot like a dog; I was captured ; 
I was sent up the country for trial. Months 
in prison: free at last to fly to Florine, to 
find my bride. Now, now, now, it comes 
to me. I was too late: Florine had been 
murdered by the Indians!” 

He flung his arms above his head and 
fell to the floor. We were in a state of 
the wildest excitement. 

“Oh, he is saved! Iam sure of it!” 
cried Véra. “Go now, dear young la- 
dies: he must not see you when he comes 
to himself. Ze carriage is waiting. I will 
see you again.” 

“But we leave New Orleans to-mor- 
row,” said Lilly. 

“I will write to you. 
friends for life.” 

Lilly hastily scribbled an address on 
a card. ‘Here is my address,” she 
said: “you will surely write?” 

“Yes, yes! Heaven bless you!” She 
seized Lilly’s hand and kissed it. “You 
shall hear from me: you shall find that 
Véra Gardiné is not ungrateful.” 

She hurried us out, closing the door 
behind us. The way was clear: we ran 
lightly through the halls, hardly daring 
to breathe until we were safely out of 
the house and in the carriage. 

“ Drive to the Catholic cathedral,’’ said 
Lilly. The carriage-door was shut, and 
then we could give vent to our emotions. 
Lilly was half wild: she laughed and 
cried together. “Do you think he will 
get well?” she said: “do you think 
sor’ * 

“How can I tell, Lilly? The buttons 
seemed to give him enough of a shock.” 

“Wasn't it wonderful? Oh, Stella, 
what a romance! It is all perfectly 
clear to me now.” 

“It’s far from being clear to me.” 

“Why, don’t you see: he met this 
woman on the boat and engaged with 
her in some desperate enterprise to save 
her father. He left the trunk at Uncle 
David'’s—” 

“Yes, but why didn’t he give a name 
or an address with the trunk ?” 

“I suppose he was so beside himself 


You are my 
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that he hardly knew what he was doing. 
You can see that he is of a very excitable 
temperament. Then the rest of it is easy 
to imagine. Poor, poor fellow! how he 
must have suffered!- Didn’t you think 
him very handsome, Stella?” 

“Yes, very: he looked like the Cor- 
sair.” 

“Do you suppose he will ever get over 
it?” 

“Get over what ?” 

“Poor Florine’s death.” 

“Oh, never!” said I emphatically. 

Lilly sighed a little, and said that she 
thought Véra ought never to marry, but 
to devote her life to consoling Clément 
for all he had suffered. 

If Mrs. Long had thought us abstract- 
ed before, I don’t know what she thought 
now. We scarcely spoke unless she ad- 
dressed us, and then we made answers 
as wide of the mark as a boy’s first 
shots. Only once Lilly roused to inter- 
est: Mrs. Long was speaking of the old 
French families of New Orleans, and Lil- 
ly said, ‘“‘Oh, Mrs. Long, did you ever 
hear of the Gardinés ?” 

“Yes, indeed,” said the lady : “they're 
one of the oldest and best families. Véra 
Gardiné is quite a belle in society, and 
Clément is a fine young man. He does 
not fritter away his time, as so many 
young men do, but works away like a 
good fellow at his plantation up on the 
Bayou Téche.” 

Lilly and I stole a look at each other. 
Howwe should have electrified good Mrs. 
Long had we told her all we knew about 
poor Clément Gardiné ! 

Wewent back to Galveston, feeling that 
a whole world of experience had opened 
to us since we left it. We were not the 
same girls, and never could be again. 
Lilly flew into a passion when she found 
Uncle David wearing one of “C. G.’s” 
sacred shirts, and insisted that they 
should be done up at once in a parcel 
ready to send to Miss Gardiné. 

“T am determined to have them both 
come over and make us a visit,” she 
said confidentially to me. 

We had not been forbidden to tell the 
story at home, but while Aunt Nanny 
and Maum’ Hepsey listened very sym- 
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pathetically, Uncle David laughed a good 
deal, and said, ‘“She’s going to write to 
you, is she? Well, show me the letter 
when it comes.” 

We waited long for that letter, and at 
last it came; and when we had read it 
we knew exactly how a man might feel 
upon whom a rock fell out of a clear 
sky—that is, if he had time to feel any- 
thing. Here is the letter: 


“MES CHERES DEMOISELLES: Youwill 
watch with your pretty eyes many days 
for the postman before that he bring you 
this lettre. And why? Because-I am 
going to be very generous. You have 
gif me ze diamond: I will give you ze 
lesson. But it is not safe to gif it too 
soon; so I leave this lettre in charge of 
un ami, who is to mail it four weeks from 
zis day. My lesson is zis: ‘ Do not ever 
talk loud when you travel; do not keep 
secrets from your chaperone; and when 
you have a diamond hold on to it—gar- 
dez-le.’ Do you understand, mes jolies et 
simples demoiselles? When you gave 
ze histoire of ze earrings to your Ma- 
dame Long on ze steamer, ‘Clément’ 
—ha! ha!—heard it all. Clément — 
whose name is Jules—live very mooch 
by his wits; and he saw that these dia- 
monds must be his—that you were two 
dear leetle geese—pardon!—ready to 
have ze feathers plucked. How to get 
at you he did not know: you were al- 
ways with that chaperone with sharp 
eyes. It was I—Marie, Jules's little wife 
—who made up ze plan, so bold, so sim- 
ple, so originale, ma foi! We had been 
in bad circumstance a long while: I was 
ze French maid chez Madame Gardiné. 
Comprenez-vous? On ze ball-night 
Mademoiselle Véra was sick, but I was 
well. I took her ticket—I wore her belle 
robe—I went to ze ball for one dance, to 
meet you. My pretty romance turned 
your little heads. I have been on ze 
stage: I have not forgot how to act. I 
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took you to ze Gardiné house—ze mad- 
house, you know. Ze family were going 
out to dine, but we were too early. You 
saw Mademoiselle Véra at ze piano: you 
met madame in ze hall. It was for me 
an excited moment, but you suspected 
nothing. Jules did his part not ill: he 
won ze tears from your eyes. One of ze 
lace handkerchiefs I have kept, chéres 
demoiselles, as a souvenir: the others, 
with ze diamond earrings, were changed 
into money tout de suite. They sold for 
much money: we have been able to take 
a little trip, perhaps to Cuba, where we 
eat ices and drive along beautiful roads ; 
perhaps to one gay Northern city, where 
we go to the play every night. Wherever 
it is we are happy—we think much of 
you. Jules calls .you our sweet ben- 
efactors. And I tell you all this that 
you may know I spoke not false when 
I said, ‘ Véra Gardiné will not be un- 
grateful’—a promise that you must 
own well kept by MARIE ZANETTI. 

“P.S. And that pauvre ‘C. G.!’ we 
wonder mooch about him. Charmante 
mystére !”” 


Lilly fainted outright, and we had a 


time of it generally, In the midst of it 
all, Uncle David said dryly, ‘Well, 
Nanny, I suppose you may hand me 
over that bundle of shirts now.” 


It may be worth mentioning that years 
after we met the real Gardinés, and very 
charming people we found them. And 
it is I who am now Mrs. Clément Gar- 
diné, and am living on my husband's 
Louisiana plantation. As for Lilly, she 
can laugh now as she thinks of the ac- 
complished rogues who deceived us so 
nicely, but she has developed a pro- 
nounced hatred for the French lan- 
guage, and I don’t believe any one 
could ever win her heart whose ini- 
tials happened to be “C. G.” 

SHERWOOD BONNER. 
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AN ENGLISH TEACHER IN THE UNITED STATES. 


HEN I landed in Boston, in Jan- 

uary, 1874, it was neither to “make 
my fortune”’ nor to hunt buffaloes or bears 
in the neighborhood of that classic city. 
Nevertheless, just to show my readers 
that there is a measure of truth in the 
prevalent impressions here of John Bull’s 
general ignorance and apathy as to what 
is going on in America, I willingly admit 
that not till I had been a few days resi- 
dent in Cambridge did the unpalatable 
fact fully dawn upon me that the coun- 
try was undergoing the ordeal of “hard 
times '’—a phrase, by the way, which I 
have had dinned into my ears almost 
incessantly as far back as I can remem- 
ber. Besides, although I could not help 


knowing that the States have been peo- 
pled by Europeans, I was hardly pre- 
pared to find Americans proper — the 
descendants of Revolutionary ancestors 
—in such an appalling minority; and it 
certainly surprised me to find that Ire- 


land and Germany were responsible for 
so large a proportion of the population. 
When I walked in the streets or visited 
the stores or public buildings disillusion 
trod close on my heels: I was constant- 
ly accosting, or being accosted by, per- 
sons of Irish or German or other foreign 
nationality, who, though displaying cha- 
racteristics that somehow distinguished 
them from their countrymen in Europe, 
did not fall in with my ideal of the Amer- 
ican people. I do not mean precisely 
that they fell short of that ideal, but sim- 
ply that “the shoe wouldn't fit,”’ to use 
acommon expression. I began at last, 
in my bewilderment, to inquire whether 
there were any Yankees in or about Bos- 
ton, anyhow; and thus it transpired that 
after a few days’ “ prospecting”’ I finally 
transferred myself and my fortunes from 
Boston to old Cambridge, where, it is 
needless to say, I found plenty of the 
genuine American article that had been 
the object of my quest. 

After some time—in the course of which 
I succeeded in making myself known to 
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three or four of the college professors and 
tutors—I was told by one of them of a 
gentleman who, he thought, might be 
able to help me in obtaining employ- 
ment. He is a man of genius and good- 
nature, and through him I got really use- 
ful introductions. From this time there 
were no external difficulties in my way, 
beyond those experienced by many oth- 
er men around me who had been on the 
lookout for vacancies for months before 
I had become one of their anxious num- 
ber. But differences of training and ex- 
perience remained to constitute real and 
very serious obstacles, although—and let 
me say it here, as I shall have plenty 
of occasion to grumble further on—the 
chief deterring or exclusive influence I 
ever suffered from in Boston or Cam- 
bridge was that of a kindness so much 
in excess of my capacity to make fair 
returns that I had often to flinch from 
accepting it. Literary and professional 
men in those twin-cities come nearer, to 
my thinking, to Wieland’s cosmopolites 
(Die Abderiten) than any other class of 
people I know. 

But let us to school. I may as well 
say at once that I never at any time, 
while in the United States, commanded 
salaries (or incomes) equal to some I 
had received in England; and I am 
now more than ever convinced of the 
fact that England offers an unequalled 
field for a teacher of ability and perse- 
verance, always provided that he is as 
competent an authority on cricket and 
boating as he is on Greek particles and 
the working of the differential calculus. 
I speak, of course, simply of the ordi- 
nary university graduate, who (like my- 
self), not being from patrician ranks 
or Mammon-blessed, must hew out a 
position for himself without any aid 
from the patronage of influential friends 
or relatives. Given a moderate amount 
of classical and mathematical stock in 
trade, together with correct personal 
habits and fair capacity for imparting 
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instruction, and an English teacher who 
adds to these qualifications some skill 
in the chief bodily pastimes, may go on 
his way in peace: he shall have his re- 
ward. Let me add, however, that if he 
is a man of ramshackle tendencies, the 
offices of drill-sergeant, cricket-referee 
and supervisor of table-etiquette which 
he has to combine with his. ordinary 
tutorial duties will in time become so 
irksome — especially if it is his lot to 
fall upon inferior schools—that he will 
be disposed to sacrifice all his pecuniary 
advantages and chances of unlimited 
promotion for the sake of a little peace 
of mind and unhampered leisure. 

My readers are not to suppose that my 
object is to institute a full comparison be- 
tween the schools of England and the 
United States: I have not the wide ex- 
perience of American schools that would 
justify me in attempting such atask. For 
instance, although I have made a careful 
study of the working methods and in- 
terior economy of the common schools 
of the three American cities in which I 
have exercised my vocation— namely, 
Boston, New York and Philadelphia—I 
have never taught in the public schools; 
and any survey of the educational facil- 


ities of the country that leaves them out- 


would resemble a performance of Ham- 
fet with the réle of the prince omitted. 
Nevertheless, my brief sojourn here has 
been a chequered and, in some respects, 
an amusing one; and any one whochooses 
to hear my record of it may add as much 
salt as he pleases, for I promise to be 
perfectly frank in my utterances. 

I obtained my first pupils by answer- 
ing a newspaper advertisement—I have 
already named the three cities which my 
experience covers—and they consisted 
of two young ladies, aged respectively 
eighteen and twenty-two years. Their 
education had been thoroughly neglect- 
ed, or, rather, they had idled away the 
golden chances of their youth, and now 
their ignorance, for ladies of their social 
standing, was astonishing. But mark the 
anomaly: had they been Englishwomen 
of the same rank and similarly uned- 
ucated, they would have been uncouth 
and ungrammatical in speech, awkward 
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in manner and dowdy in dress. There is 
no people upon whom the transforming, 
refining effects of a thorough training are 
so marked—because, it must be confess- 
ed, the native soil so much needs culti- 
vation—as upon the English people. But 
these girls were ladylike in manner, taste- 
fully dressed, and their speech was en- 
tirely free from the barbarisms of an 
uneducated Englishwoman’s language: 
I hasten to add, however, that I would 
sooner have the Englishwoman for a 
pupil. Two Englishwomen who re- 
quired assistance from a private tutor 
would submit in patience to a prolong- 
ed course of laborious and irksome work, 
all unmindful of the doings of society and 
the absorbing interests of the hour, so long 
as the ultimate object was some day at- 
tained. My fair Americans were un- 
doubtedly intelligent, and even spas- 
modically hard-working, but their im- 
patience of sustained, systematic work, 
combined with—or rather caused by— 
their devotion to social pleasures, not 
one of which they would forego on any 
consideration, prevented them from reap- 
ing any appreciable benefit. I instance 
their case, not because it was the first or 
the only one of the kind that fell into my 
hands, but because it revealed to me at 
the outset a trait of the American cha- 
racter—especially of the women—which 
confronted me at every turn of the road 
afterward; namely, @ want of repose— 
a defect which would seem to be large- 
ly accountable for the insensibility man- 
ifested by a great portion of the Amer- 
ican young women of the middle classes 
to the fact that they have advantages at 
school such as their sisters in England 
would accept in an ecstasy of gratitude. 

About the middle of my first summer 
I was advised to try one of the school 
“agencies’’ that abound in the larger 
cities, especially in New York; and I 
accordingly registered myself in the 
best-known and most widely - recom- 
mended office. Perhaps it may be of 
interest to the reader unversed in such 
matters to learn what are the conditions 
on which an agent undertakes to intro- 
duce an applicant to persons wishing 
a teacher. To begin, the teacher fills 
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up a““form of application’’ by naming 
his qualifications and references, and af- 
fixing his signature to the contract be- 
tween him and the agent, the terms of 
which are as follows: ‘‘ Registration for 
one year, two dollars in advance; com- 
mission, four and a half per cent. of sal- 
ary or income for one year only—board, 
when included in compensation, to be 
rated at two hundred dollars for the 
school-year. This commission is due as 
soon as the engagement is made.” Inthe 
printed receipt which is handed the ap- 
plicant there is a curt, business-like reca- 
pitulation of all the conditions, in which 
occurs the following memorandum: “I 
shall give you notice of vacancies as they 
occur which, i” my judgment, seem suit- 
ed to your wishes and qualifications.” 
The italics are my own. An admirable 
loophole of retreat, truly: “in my judg- 
ment"?! When a despondent candidate 
wakes up morning after morning for 
months to read in the newspapers over 
the signature of his agent such an adver- 
tisement as this: “ Engagements for the 
fall term now being made. Many teach- 
ers wanted. Capable persons should not 
delay in coming forward,"—it is no doubt 
consoling to him to infer that had the 
‘judgment’ perceived him to be suited 
for any of these presumably numerous 
vacancies, he would certainly have had 
the judgment’s dictum to that effect. 
In the course of a year I received no- 
tices of two vacancies. One was the prin- 
cipalship of a boarding-school somewhere 
in West Virginia, in which I should have 
to realize what income I might from the 
payments for board at a rate prescribed 
by the’ patrons of the establishment. 
The difficulty with me in this case was 
that before I came near the question, 
“What are the chances of success in 
such an undertaking?’ the previous 
question presented itself as even more 
difficult: “Where am I to get the mon- 
ey with which to make the attempt?” 
The other vacancy was a mastership in a 
school in Portland, Oregon. My health 
has always been robust, especially since 
my deliverance from the Centennial and 
solar fervors of 1875 and 1876, and there- 
fore I had no desire to try the paradisi- 
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acal climate of the uttermost West; but, 
nevertheless, I wrote twice, at an inter- 
val of a month, to the address with which 
I had been furnished, and at last received 
a letter from a bishop's wife, intimating 
that “there must be some mistake: no 
vacancy had occurred in that institution 
for many months.” Quis declarabit? A 
mistake or a myth? 

Now, as no American will deny that 
there are a few things which are better 
managed in England than in the United 
States, I submit that the method of bring- 
ing teacher and employer into communi- 
cation by means of a professional agent 
is one of these things. At all events, 
there is nothing equivocal about the 
English method. Let the reader judge 
for himself from the following details: 
(1) The registration-fee is one shilling, 
not eight (two dollars), (2) The com- 
mission — generally five per cent.—is 
payable, not as soon as an engagement 
is made, but at the end of the first half 
year of service, and Jrovided only that 
there ts to be a continuance of the engage- 
ment: surely a beneficent provision for 
the poor teacher. (3) One cannot travel 
very far in Britain: for ten dollars one 
can go from London to John O’Groat's. 


~ (4) Vacancies are announced by bulletin 


in the office as they occur, and a notifi- 
cation is sent by post to distant register- 
ed candidates: secrecy in regard to the 
whereabouts and emoluments of a po- 
sition is quite unnecessary, because the 
principals who patronize—or, rather, hire 
—the agent will employ teachers only 
through him. (5) A teacher is never 
asked the contemptible question, “ How 
much salary do you expect?” The 
amount of salary attached, together with 
a description of the duties of the posi- 
tion, is set down in the notification. (6) 
The agent is simply an introducer: he 
of course has to be satisfied, defore the 
registration of the applicant, that the lat- 
ter is really a teacher and a man of cha- 
racter, but beyond that the “judgment” 
part of the business is relegated to the 
principal who receives the application. 

Reverting. again to my first summer, 
I have a little incident to relate: One 
evening I was introduced to a middle- 
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aged, sharp-looking little man, who, I 
was informed, was the principal of a 
flourishing college in a Western State— 
a college in a town, both of which he 
had himself founded. This gentleman 
and I managed to spend the evening 
together pleasantly enough, but my as- 
tonishment was great next morning when 
I received a letter from him offering me 
a situation in his establishment. I had 
an interview with him, and concluding 
from all the appearances that the loca- 
tion was a healthy and civilized one, 
the school a prosperous one, and himself 
an energetic, cultivated gentleman, I was 
on the point of accepting, when it sud- 
denly occurred to me that in my anxie- 
ty to learn whether the position was de- 
sirable in other respects not a word had 
been said on the subject of salary. My 
expressing a wish to be enlightened upon 
this important particular produced an im- 
mediate hitch in the negotiations, but the 
practical upshot was that the greater part 
of my salary was to consist virtually of 
unreclaimed land! Since that magnif- 
icent occasion I have regarded with mag- 
nanimous forbearance requisitions ema- 
nating from that portion of the West. 

At last, however, my answer to an ad- 
vertisement was successful, and in Sep- 
tember I was duly installed as teacher of 
the classics in a school of some fifty boys 
in one of the three cities I have men- 
tioned. The following extract from the 
principal's letter of engagement will show 
what is naturally the chief difficulty an 
English teacher has to encounter in his 
search for an employer in the United 
States: “On the whole, I think the most 
favorably of you out of some forty ap- 
plicants; the only fear I have arising 
from the well-known fact that Amer- 
ican lads are so unlike those of the old 
country, and require different methods 
of discipline.” 

The salary, though a-moderate one— 
not by a third equal to salaries in Eng- 
lish schools of the same grade—was yet 
reasonable; and when it is added that 
it was a day-school; that there was held 
only one session of five hours, with a 
roomy interval for lunch, gymnastics and 


music; that each teacher had a large, 
Vou. XXII.—24 
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well - furnished and cleanly - kept room 
to himself—a luxury which is rare in the 
best English schools; that each depart- 
ment was under the charge of a separate 
teacher, who was never required tostep out 
of his own special walk—another school- 
virtue not common in English schools ; 
that the principal fulfilled my ideal of a 
calm, judicious and discriminating head- 
master,—it is no wonder that I began to 
congratulate myself upon having at last 
fallen upon a school that furnished a 
combination of what I consider the best 
features of both the English and Scotch 
schools, to the exclusion of all that is 
detestable and soul-harassing in either. 
“No more for me,” I soliloquized, “of 
presiding magisterially at the odious din- 
ner-table, at which not a whisper is tole-' 
rated, and even the irrepressible chuckle 
over some accident to the earthenware is 
accounted a crime; no more of solemn 
marching in procession on Sunday morn- 
ing and evening to some fantastic, far- 
cical ‘High Church,’ whose funereal- 
mummeries served only to mask the 
furtive deviltries of the brisker mem- 
bers of my charge; no more onsets at 
tea-time, when returned home with the 
boys from an exhausting walk, of infu- 
riated farmers demanding vengeance for 
rifled orchards and shattered fences; no 
more morning calls from elderly maid- 
en ladies in neighboring summer board- 
ing-houses, reporting a hail of shot from 
ubiquitous catapults during the night- 
watches; no more sitting up o’ nights, 
when on duty for the day, reading with 
the drones against the approaching Ox- 
ford or Cambridge ‘local,’ and rushing 
stealthily up stairs every now and then to 
pounce upon the perpetrators of hideous 
catcalls."” All this I had escaped from, 
and more. And now what a contrast! 
Saturdays and-Sundays were my own, 
and I could worship in the Hebrew or 
Mohammedan temple, just as I chose; 
and for the rest of the week I should 
have all day, after four hours’ pleasant 
culling of Horatian and Homeric flow- 
ers, to devote to some abstruse study, 
perhaps local politics. 

As if any one should expect perfec- 
tion or perfect satisfaction (which is the 
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same thing) in this wicked, cross-grain- 
ed world! First of all, although it came 
last of all, it transpired toward the end 
of the year that the school was not pay- 
ing, and the teachers (of whom there 
were by far too many) were warned that 
they would have to be satisfied with 
half salaries during the remainder of 
the school-year. This blow did not fall 
very heavily on any one but myself, as 
all the other teachers had engagements 
in other schools, as well as friends and 
relatives throughout the city. The boys 
were very fickle: a succession of bad 
averages on their weekly reports would 
send them off in high dudgeon to some 
other school; and though there were 
fresh accessions taking place from time 
to time, the frequent interchanging was 
injurious alike to the tone of the school 
and to the school exchequer. There 
were, too, one or two bad boys who 
should have been expelled, but whose 
expulsion would have lost to the school 
their independent sympathizers as well, 
and so would have seriously embarrass- 
ed the finances. An American principal 
with a bevy of “free and independent” 
youths to cater for is in an inconceivably 
different position from his English con- 
Jréere, who is empowered to read his 
pupils’ weekly letters to their parents 
and to send a policeman in pursuit of 
any runaway malcontent among them. 
From the moment an English boy leaves 
his father’s house he is under the com- 
plete control of his principal, and con- 
sequently a ruinous veering about from 
school to school is effectually prevented, 
while the retention of a decidedly vicious 
boy would obviously be a most unprofit- 
able policy. I have seen a rich English 
parent bring back his truant offspring to 
be soundly flogged in presence of his grin- 
ning schoolmates—an ugly spectacle, and 
now happily a rare one in England; but 
the reverse of the picture, though far less 
shocking, is by no means pleasantly sug- 
gestive. I have heard an American lady 
express her surprise to a principal, with 
unmistakable tartness in her tone, that 
her son, who was at once the idlest and 
most troublesome boy in his class, al- 
ways brought home averages of sixty or 
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seventy, “when young A——, who lives 
next us, and is considered quite a slow 
boy, receives ninety and over every time. 
Don't you think there must be some mis- 
take, or—or unfairness—in the marking ?” 

Only ten of my sixteen boys had been 
in the school before that year, and of 
those ten only four had passed through 
the regular curriculum of the school from 
the primary department to the graduat- 
ing class. Those four were notably the 
most advanced and the only thoroughly- 
grounded boys of the sixteen. A few of 
the others had attended nearly all the 
private schools in the city, while two of 
them had been oscillating between the 
public and private schools for years at 
their own sweet wills, and could never 
decide whether the commercial or clas- 
sical department of the school in ques- 
tion was the one for which they were best 
fitted. It may well be understood, there- 
fore, what a medley my classes present- 
ed, and how unlikely it was, in the face 
of all these drawbacks, that their ac- 
quirements should be above mediocrity. 
On the score of natural abilities, how- 
ever—in quickness of perception, facil- 
ity in generalization, readiness and co- 
herence of expression, and clearness of 
head generally—it would not be at hap- 
hazard one could find an equal number 
of boys in any English school to match 
them. 

As to the vexed subject of discipline, 
my experience leads me to say that, pro- 
vided I was left to my own way, I would 
rather manage a class of twenty American 
boys than of twenty English. The com- 
mon cry about Young America’s disre- 
spect for authority or worth seems to me 
to be founded on a misconception, when, 
indeed, it is anything but the wailing of 
ignorance or cant. I am strongly pos- 
sessed of a belief that American chil- 
dren know intuitively where respect is 
really due, and that there they fully and 
unhesitatingly award it. I at least have 
found among them a more genuine, spon- 
taneous sentiment of regard for their 
teachers than either in England or Scot- 
land—a sentiment utterly free from the 
cringing submissiveness which too often 
passes muster in England as a juvenile 





1878.] 


virtue. However feared —and, accord- 
ingly, respected—an English teacher 
may be by his scholars, he is neverthe- 
less an ogre to most of them—to the 
aristocrat a plebeian pedagogue to whom 
he must defer, just as, when he is a lit- 
tle older and sports a scarlet tunic, he 
must submit to the unlettered sergeant- 
major who teaches him his goose-step ; 
to the rich Jarvenu more intolerable still, 
as the pruner of his obtrusive vulgarities 
of speech and manner, the index of his 
social inferiority and the standing men- 
ace to his innate rudeness, that is only 
intensified by his consciousness of 
wealth; to the poor man’s son essen- 
tially a “schoolmaster ’’"—a wielder of 
‘the ferule and a bloodless automaton, 
to whom, as Southey wrote, 
The multiplication-table is his creed, 
His paternoster and his decalogue ; 

to only the emancipated and discerning 
few what he really is at his best—their 
greatest earthly friend and benefactor. 
All I have seen of American schoolboys 
impresses me that the feeling which dic- 
tates their bearing toward their teachers 
is born of a clear-sighted and intuitive ap- 


preciation of superior knowledge, worth 
or experience, and not of conventional 


observance or necessity. It is generally 
said abroad that American children are 
unruly, forward and irreverent toward 
their parents and elders; and one rea- 
son assigned is that parents are careless 
of teaching their children the little cer- 
emonies and graduated formalities of 
speech, “in which,” as an English bish- 
op recently alleged in an after-dinner 
speech, “there is embodied so much 
wholesome discipline that a careful at- 
tendance to the practice of them gives 
the young man or woman an advantage 
not offered by any other method of train- 
ing.” Spartan, but indigestible! A keen- 
er observer than the bishop—the here- 
siarch Thackeray—wrote in his Philip: 
“IT never saw peopleon better terms with 
each other, more frank, affectionate and 
cordial, than the parents and the grown- 
up young folks in the United States ;"’ 
and certain it is that the description is 
applicable to the intercourse between 
teachers and pupils. 
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The faults of the latter are aimlessness 
and impatience; and their misfortune— 
which is largely responsible for those 
faults—is that they are too soon allow- 
ed to plunge into the quagmire called by 
euphemism “society,” and often whelmed 
in its sorry pleasures and petty ambitions 
—too soon, also, invested with the right to 
manage their own affairs and to choose 
their own associates, advisers, and even 
instructors ; in a word, permitted to breathe 
the invigorating spirit of the Declaration 
of Independence before their constitutions 
are fitted forits reception. Thismay sound 
trite enough, but I see no other way of ac- 
counting for the intellectual—and, alas! 
moral — failure of so many of the bril- 
liantly-gifted lads whom I have known 
and loved in these United States. 

I might proceed to give a few illustra- _ 
tions of this resultless restlessness, this dis- 
sipation of the youthful forces, to which I 
have alluded; but there is one phase of 
my experience here which goes further to 
prove its prevalence and baneful effects 
than a thousand instances derived from 
my knowledge of boys in school or in 
the closer contact of private tuition. From 
time to time there appear in the “ Instruc- 
tion”’ column of the daily newspapers ad- 
vertisements like the following: ‘“ Want- 
ed, lessons in the evenings by a gentleman 
of neglected education ;”’ ‘Wanted, les- 
sons in grammar and conversation (sé) 
by a married couple.” It was by an- 
swering such advertisements as these 
that I fell upon the most satisfactory por- 
tion of my labors in this country, and 
met with pupils of both sexes the mem- 
ory of whom will be to me a source of 
pride as well as of pleasuré as long as 
I live. Ladies and gentleman of good 
social standing they were, who, bitterly 
regretting neglected early opportunities, 
had the moral courage to “go to school” 
—with the wise meekness and receptive- 
ness engendered in fine natures by ulti- 
mate self- disparagement — even when 
their avocations seemed to preclude the 
possibility of sustained and fruitful study. 
But when I contemplate a long array of 
such pupils (covering a period of three 
years)—from the young banker’s clerk 
or embryo lawyer chagrined with him- 
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self because of the poor figure he cut at 
last week’s party, and commendably 
determined to try and remedy his de- 
fects, to the mature business- or even 
professional- man, humiliated because 
his accomplished wife’s every sentence 
made him feel ashamed of his squan- 
dered youth, and so constrained, at the 
eleventh hour, to employ a private tutor 
—it is difficult for me not to recognize 
that in a country where the children 
enjoy so many privileges, where they 
are taught regularly, systematically, pa- 
tiently, conscientiously—where, in short, 
everything is taught, and everything is 
taught well—there must be some mis- 
take in the exercise of the parental guar- 
dianship that creates and fosters the aim- 
lessness and impatience which prevent so 
many of the children from reaping ad- 
equate benefit from their noble heritage. 

One thing that occasioned me a good 
deal of trouble and anxiety in my first 
school was the system of ‘marking ” for 
each lesson with a view to obtaining a 
weekly average standard. Not that I 
was unused to the method, but I had 
never before seen it pushed to such an 
extent nor pursued on exactly the same 
principle. A boy would be marked up 
by his various teachers in about a dozen 
subjects during the week, and on Friday 
a printed slip would be handed him show- 
ing his weekly average in each subject 
and in all the subjects taken together. 
An average of 95 per cent. was quite 
common; 80 was not in high favor; 70 
was shaky, while 60 was quite bad. A 
quarter’s experience of it convinced me 
that the thing was a piece of abominable 
red tape: I do not mean in theory, but in 
the results of its working in that partic- 
ular case. I had seen boys and men in 
school and college in England and Scot- 
land obtain “first-class honors” with a 
mark of 75, and I now marvelled how 
it happened that boys who had but a 
faint idea of what hard work really meant 
were able to produce such brilliant results, 
more especially when so much of their 
time and attention was devoted to the 
preparation of orations and dialogues, 
and even to the rehearsal of private the- 
atricals (the principal would have gone 
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crazy had any one presumed to call 
them by that name in his hearing) for 
the approaching “entertainment,” two 
of which treats were offered “by the 
school” (a great deal in those three 
words) to the public during the year. 
I may mention that on these two occa- 
sions it was the part of the principal to 
ascend the stage during the entr’acte and 
read off from a paper he held in his hand 
a few particulars regarding those precious 
averages which seemed in the speaker's 
and hearers’ minds to be exactly com- 
mensurate with the standing and prog- 
ress of the pupils. 

My marking made me for some time 
rather unpopular; and beginning at last 
to follow the time-honored injunction, 
“When you are in Rome do as the 
Romans do,” I hoisted my boys from 
the sixties and seventies to the more 
plausible eighties and nineties. It was, 
no doubt, an unprincipled thing to do, 
but I soothed my outraged conscience 
with the thought that I was making a 
martyr of myself—that when the ex- 
amination - week arrived the examin- 
ers’ reports would confound me by ex- 


posing the difference between my paper 
and their gold. The examination-week 
did arrive, of course, and I found that I 
was to be myself the examiner of my 


classes. Let not the reader think that I 
would be pleasantly satiric when I say 
that not till then did I fully awake to 
the fruitful meaning of the expression, 
“American independence.” And nei- 
ther let him infer that I take such a 
school to be a representative American 
high-class school: I only say that it is a 
fair representative of a class of schools 
that is both numerous and popular in 
the cities I have named above. Here, 
indeed, was an application of the swz- 
juris principle that, though it certainly 
eased my feeling of apprehension and 
doubt as to the probable results of the 
examination, yet filled me with a vague 
sense of dissatisfaction. And the reason 
is not far to seek: my English training 
would naturally have the effect of mak- 
ing me look for a verdict on my work not 
to my own notebook, nor even to the 
principal’s returns, but to some higher 
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and extra- mural authority who should 
test the attainments of the pupils and 
the efficiency of the school by a search- 
ing and impartial examination. 

In English middle-class schools the 
advent of the “Oxford and Cambridge 
Schools Examination Board” is regard- 
ed with no small anxiety by principals, 
masters and scholars alike. It marks an 
epoch in their lives, and is the only period 
of the year in which there is anything 
like a rapprochement between them, as 
if in the presence of some imminent 
crisis. The eccentric jackanapes who is 
by turns the butt and witling of the school 
stands for once consciously on equal terms 
with his principal, and can for once even 
“cheek” the school-bully with perfect im- 
punity. All is excitement, anticipation, 
preparation and much consuming of mid- 
night oil, Perhaps a very brief account, 
in conclusion, of the methods of proce- 
dure in these examinations may interest 
the reader; and in case he should think 
that my object in offering my sketch is to 
draw an invidious comparison between 
the English and American methods of 
examination, I refer him to an animated 
and interesting correspondence in the 
April issue of the ation between Pres- 
ident Eliot of Harvard and Professor 
Adams of Michigan University —a dis- 
cussion in which the former gentleman 
enthusiastically claims for the English 
method a degree of excellence which 
the most ardent home advocates of the 
system—who know its working faults as 
well as its positive advantages—would 
hesitate to claim for it. 

The English board holds two kinds 
of examinations: First, examinations of 
schools for the benefit of schools exclu- 
sively, and having no effect to admit 
individuals to the universities or to ex- 
empt them from subsequent examina- 
tions, whether at the universities or else- 
where; second, examinations of individ- 
uals for certificates which give exemption 
from the entrance-examinations at Ox- 
ford and Cambridge, from the earliest 
examinations of the university course, 
and from the preliminary examinations 
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of certain professional bodies. The ex- 
aminations cover thirty-four different and 
carefully-specified subjects (no candidate 
taking the whole), and on the average 
two hours are allowed for writing an- 
swers to the questions in each subject; 
the examinations last from eight to 
twelve days, and are held three times 
in the year; and the schedule of days, 
subjects and hours for each year is pub- 
lished nearly a year in advance. The 
decision of the board is upon the indi- 
vidual: “Has he passed a satisfactory 
examination in a sufficient number of 
subjects ?”’ and the board takes no ac- 
count whatever of the opinions and cer- 
tificates of school-authorities concerning 
the individual. A printed report is an- 
nually made by the board, showing the 
name of each person who obtained a cer- 
tificate, the subjects in which he satisfied 
the examiners, and the school from which 
hecame. The examinations are conduct- 
ed in writing for all the subjects, but for 
a few subjects oral examinations are su- 
peradded. The questions are printed ; 
they are the same for every candidate 
in any given subject; and they are 


made public when the examinations are 


over. In order to secure uniformity of 
standard at the examinations, the results 
obtained at the different places of exami- 
nation are compared by the central board 
of examiners. Each candidate pays a 
fee of two pounds, and from these fees 
each examiner is liberally paid for every 
day of service spent in setting questions, 
attending the examinations and looking 
over the answers of candidates. 

There never was a method of exami- 
nation without its drawbacks, and the 
chief weakness of the English system is 
that it tends to excite a spirit of rivalry 
which is apt to resort for aid to cram- 
ming processes. As yet, however, the 
examinations have been conducted in 
such a manner that the special “cram- 
ming-schools '""— of which there are not 
a few—have very generally come to 
grief, even when they have had suc- 
cesses before the examiners for the civil 
service. D. C. MACDONALD. 
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THE RUSSIAN PRESS. 


N its present form Russian journalism 

is a kind of geological diagram, the 
primary strata being typified by the min- 
isterial organs (the Russian Invalid and 
the Worthern Bee) and their shadow the 
Fournal de St. Petersbourg; the tran- 
sition period by the Voice (Golos) and 
the Moscow Gazette; and the more ad- 
vanced ages by the Russian World 
(Russki Mir). The last, although dat- 
ing back only to the Franco-German 
war, has already made itself conspicu- 
ous for the exceptional accuracy of its 
information, the wide range of its topics 
and the frank and manly tone of its crit- 
icism. Thanks to it and to its two great 
forerunners above mentioned, the utter- 
ances of Russian journalism carry with 
them more weight than they would oth- 
erwise do—a result materially aided by 
the decay of the censorship, the worst 
and meanest legacy of Russia’s dark 


ages, which has lately had a chance of 
showing itself as absurd as it is hateful 
under the congenial guidance of General 


Schidlovski. The rulers of the empire 
have begun to perceive that it is hardly 
worth while to hire men at exorbitant 
prices to deface articles which they can- 
not read and condemn books which they 
cannot understand; and the common 
sense of Russia has long since revolted 
against a system which is still as use- 
lessly and childishly vexatious as when 
pilloried in imperishable language a 
century ago by Beaumarchais. 

This is a great deal, but it is not 
enough. Like many other native insti- 
tutions, Russian journalism is merely a 
fine fragment. Russia has a multitude of 
ships, but no navy; a number of min- 
isters, but no government; a host of 
journals, but no press. The Russian 
daily papers (with the exception of an 
occasional “double edition” on the part 
of the Bourse Gazette) consist of a sin- 
gle broadsheet, the large type of which 
reduces its contents toa minimum. Fully 





one-half of this limited space is usually 
occupied with advertisements and official 
announcements, while even the few re- 
maining columns are often deplorably 
misused. One detestable custom, orig- 
inally borrowed from France, is that of 
“padding” a journal with tenth - rate 
novels, pointless anecdotes and would- 
be humorous /euillefons, such as the 
weakest “comic annual”’ would decline 
without thanks. Another failing of Rus- 
sian journalism is its fondness for the ¢u- 
guogue style of argument, retorting ev- 
ery mention of Poland by an allusion to 
Ireland. But, despite all this, there is 
much hope for the future of Russian 
journalism. It is no slight gain that, 
in a country which has long been re- 
garded as the very incarnation of truth- 
stifling despotism, any journal should 
be found to speak as the Go/os recently 
spoke on the question of Russia’s naval 
forces: ‘“*The Crimean war, which tried 
so severely the qualities of our army, 
cannot be said to have tested those of 
our fleet, inasmuch as it never gave it- 
self a chance of being tested. At the 
first approach of the enemy it hastened 
to shelter itself behind the forts of Cron- 
stadt, whence it never emerged till the 
close of the war. Now, if the sole use of 
the navy upon which we yearly expend 
millions of roubles be to shrink out of 
harm’s way at the first sign of danger, we 
might just as well have no navy at all.” 

Besides the journals above named, 
the Moscow Son of the Fatherland and 
two others published in the capital (the 
Birjeviya Vedomosti, or Bourse Gazette, 
and the Peterburgskiya Vedomosti, or St. 
Petersburg Gazette), though now eclipsed 
by their younger rivals, formerly held a 
high place among Russian dailies. The 
Russian magazines cannot be dealt with 
in the limited space of the present article: 
it must suffice to mention the two most 
important—namely: the Russki Vestnik 
(Russian Courier) and the Vestntk Yev- 
ropi ( Courier of Europe). Several of M. 
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Tourgueneft's later stories have made 
their first appearance in the pages of the 
latter, which, numbering among its con- 
tributors some of the foremost writers in 
Russia, and combining, like the Revue 
des Deux Mondes, the functions of a 
review with those of a magazine, is in 
every way the worthy successor of its 
now defunct forerunner, the Sovremen- 
nik ( Contemporary), formerly owned and 
edited by the poet Nekrassoff.* 

The comic element of Russian journal- 
ism is represented by the Jskra (Spark) 
and Budilnik (Alarm-Bell), the latter 
having the superiority in pictorial illus- 
trations, though the savage and personal 
cast of its satire, together with its impru- 
dent fondness for political allusions, has 
more than once all but occasioned its 
suppression. Both journals are publish- 
ed weekly, and both have a considerable 
circulation, though it must be owned that 
their title of “comic” is for the most part 
asad misnomer. That the Russians are 


naturally devoid of humor no reader of 
Gogol or Griboiedoff, Pushkin, Kriloff or 
Tourgueneff, can believe; but the comic 
journals themselves have fallen far too 


much into the hands of the Imperial 
University, whose literary style is a com- 
bination of the humor of the cider-cellars 
with the verbal fluency of Billingsgate. 
Under such auspices the ill-starred pe- 
riodicals naturally oscillate between in- 
sipid propriety and labored coarseness. 
For a month or two the talented con- 
tributors go smoothly on in their career 
of untranslatable pleasantry, till some 
special atrocity calls forth the fatherly 
admonition of the police. Immediately 
a reaction ensues, filling the objection- 
able columns with harmless. sneers at 
the weather and other safe objects of 

* The published statistics of the Russian press are 
manifestly untrustworthy ; but the post-office returns 
of St. Petersburg show that 82,000 copies of daily and 
40,000 of weekly papers, with 50,000 copies of 
monthly periodicals, are yearly sent to the prov- 
inces. The largest circulation (26,000) belongs to M. 
Katkoff’s Moscow Gazétte (Moskouskiya Vedomostt). 
Besides the native journals, 17 German papers, 5 
French, 4 Polish, 2 Tartar and x Hebrew are pub- 
lished in Russia. Of English papers, the Manches- 
ter Guardian, thanks to the number of Lancashire 
workmen in the interior, has the widest circulation; 
the Zimes comes second, the /ilustrated London 
News third. 
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attack, until the effect of the warning 
has died away, and all goes on as be- 
fore. 

Those of our readers who were in 
Russia a few years ago must remem- 
ber the famous caricature of ‘“ National 
Music,”’ representing ‘the various jour- 
nals as a band of musicians. In the 
foreground stands the minister of police 
as bandmaster, regulating the time with 
the flourish of his baton: on his right 
is the Russian Invalid (the government 
organ) with a trombone, on his left the 
Military Gazette with a kettledrum. Im- 
mediately below, the Moscow Gazette, in 
the person of its celebrated chief, M. 
Katkoff, is playing in a reckless, hap- 
hazard fashion upon an enormous bass 
fiddle. Close by are the two leading 
comic journals, the one tinkling a tri- 
angle, the other blowing the pandean 
pipes. Farther on the Voice (Golos) is 
bawling through a speaking - trumpet, 
and the Bourse Gazette flourishing a 
tambourine, a host of minor perform- 
ers being loosely sketched in the back- 
ground; while far in the distance a 
hand outstretched from a cloud of mist 
is tolling a cracked church-bell, sym- 
bolical of M. Kerzen’s famous Kolokol 
(Bell), at that time in the zenith of its 
sinister renown ; and Russia, as a young 
lady in a ball-dress, is vainly attempting, 
with a look of dismay, to close her ears 
against the uproar. 

Equally clever and equally audacious 
is a more recent travesty of the well- 
known scene in Dante’s /nferno where 
Bertrand de Born, a noted sower of se- 
dition, comes forth with his severed head 
in his hands. In the Russian version the 
renowned editor of the Moscow Gazette 
is seen hobbling along with a cannon- 
ball labelled “Police Surveillance”’ at 
his ankle, and carrying by the hair his 
own head, which is so drawn as to bear 
a grotesque likeness to an inkstand with 
a pen in each ear. The text of Dante is 
thus travestied : 

And by the hair he with despairing look 

Upheld his head, which cried to me, ‘“‘ Oh woe! 


Himself is his own inkstand! Thus are two 
In one tormented.” ; 


The backwardness of the Russian 
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press, attributed to so many different 
causes, is really due to one very sim- 
ple one—the want of readers. Among 
a population of whom only nine per 
cent. can read, and who neither know 
nor care what passes in the world of 
politics, the existence of free public 
opinion, or indeed of any opinion at 
all, can hardly be expected; and thus, 
while no country contains such frantic 
republicans as Russia, no government 
is more absolutely secure. Upon that 
tremendous passivity the utmost efforts 
of such men as Netchaieff and Bakou- 
nin fall like a pellet on the hide of an 
elephant. The popular cries which mad- 
den other races are utterly meaningless 
to the docile, unemotional “ mujik,” loy- 
al and conservative to the very marrow 
of his bones. 

But the vivifying of these petrified 
millions may safely be left to the in- 
fluence of time. The provincial schools 
recently established may be trusted to 
do their work, however slowly ; and the 
“educated Russia” dreamed of by Alex- 
ander I. may yet crown the age of Alex- 
ander II. Those who, like the writer, 
have lived in the villages of the interior, 
and have seen the Russian peasant as 
he really is, cannot but have. hopes of 
his future, in the teeth of the hasty and 
one-sided observers who love to depict 
him as a brute with the single human 
attribute of dishonesty. The ignorance, 
sluggishness and intemperance of the 
mujik belong to the system under which 
he has been reared: his frank hospital- 
ity, cheery good-humor and simple child- 
like piety are all his own. To raise these 
brave, simple natures out of the unwhole- 
some darkness which has so long impris- 
oned them is a noble and Christian work, 
as far above the mere material emanci- 
pation of 1861 as the soul is above the 
body. D. K. 


A MIDSUMMER NOON’S PHANTASM. 

“Guosts? No, I don’t believe in 
ghosts: I have seen too many of them,” 
is a very fair thing on one of the oldest 
of subjects. My case is different. I 
have been trying all my life to believe 
in ghosts, and saw my first four days 
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ago. Toward noon I fell into a doze— 
very short and slight it must have been 
—over my book. No one was in the 
room, and the door was closed. The 
book was held up in the usual position, 
a little below the level of the eye, in the 
right hand. I awoke—if the word can 
be applied to what was so very slight a 
slumber—and saw limned with perfect 
distinctness against the page the head 
of a girl or boy six or eight years old, 
blue-eyed, light-haired, and fair but not 
clear in complexion. It was below life- 
size, not more than four inches in height. 
Only the head was visible, without any- 
thing below the jaw. At first it seemed 
perfectly solid, but the lines of print, 
which were still held up as in reading, 
gradually showed themselves through 
the fading apparition until it entirely 
died away. This happened in about a 
third of a minute, the beautiful little face 
continuing the whole time to gaze at me 
with a calm but not sad expression. It 
was not in full front, the right side being 
turned to me in what is called a three- 
quarter position. The light which illu- 
minated it did not come from the win- 
dow, which was directly behind me and 
gave all the light there was in the room, 
and yet the impression was in no respect 
that of a picture. Not for a moment did 
this interpretation occur to me, strongly 
as did the evanescent character of the 
head militate against the idea of reality. 
The fading was most rapid at the occi- 
put, and may be said to have begun 
there, extending to the right and up- 
ward. There was no background or 
accessory of any kind, the head being 
quite isolated and detached, objective- 
ly as subjectively. 

The lineaments were not those of any 
one of my acquaintance, and recalled 
no countenance I had ever seen. If the 
appearance suggested a young member 
of the family, it was not because of re- 
semblance, but from his being frequent- 
ly in my mind, and apt to be associated 
with any alarm due to the tinge of super- 
stition from which none of us are wholly 
free. For the reason already given it 
could not have been a reminiscence of 
a picture. The shading and coloring 
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were too exact for anything painted. 
My easel was, it is true, near by, on the 
opposite side of me, and on it were two 
heads of nearly the size of that I describe; 
but they were hard-featured old saints of 
a deep mahogany hue, relieved by a very 
dark background, and therefore the ex- 
act antipodes of my shadowy visitant. 
On these I had been painting an hour or 
two before; and that is the solitary con- 
nection conceivable between the spectre 
and anything tangible. The reader will 
perhaps be inclined to set it down as 
having been complementary to them. 
I do not think it was; but were it so, 
the point mainly craving explanation 
remains untouched—that what I saw was 
with the waking eye. It may have come 
from the land of dreams, or from a re- 
mote outlying province of it, but its per- 
ceptible existence was entirely in the 
realm of actualities. I was not con- 
scious, and had no recollection, of hav- 
ing had adream. It is true that, accord- 
ing to a theory necessarily and in its na- 
ture incapable of being sustained by pos- 
itive proof, we may have unconscious 
dreams, and be always dreaming when 
asleep without knowing it. Persons who 
rise at night, take pen and paper and 
solve problems which had been the wor- 
ry of their waking hours, and return to 
their couch still asleep, present cases 
analogous to mine in so far as their 
unconscious mental activity leaves an 
outcome and expression obvious to the 
senses. Another parallel would be that 
ofa sleep-walking artist who should when 
in a state of somnambulism execute a 
picture. But neither case would be 
identical in principle with mine. The 
artist and the mathematician would 
both have executed in their sleep what 
they had laid the foundation of when 
awake. I, on the other hand, would, 
should I transfer my aérial sitter to can- 
vas, simply paint what I saw when wide 
awake, just as in undertaking to repro- 
duce any other face from memory, whe- 
ther observed once for twenty seconds or 
frequently and for longer periods. 

It is usual to explain the common sto- 
ries of phantoms by attributing them to 
ocular illusion, aided or not aided by the 
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imagination or by particular conditions 
of the bodily or mental health. The eye, 
of course, is never quite proof against de- 
ception, but there needs some little mate- 
rial for it; and in my case there was ab- 
solutely none—no waving sheet or trees 
or clouds, nothing but the printed page; 
and that was visible, unchanged except 
by the utterly inharmonious and con- 
trasted image before it. My imagina- 
tion was not affected before, at the time, 
or after. My pulse may have been a lit- 
tle quickened for the moment, for I did 
not accept the appearance as a matter 
of course, as we do everything, however 
preposterous, in a dream, but, on the con- 
trary, quite recognized its abnormal cha- 
racter. I know of no existing cause of 


-especial or temporary liability to any de- 


lusion of the kind. In short, though I 
have not—and had not when I continued 
after the disappearance to contemplate, 
without moving a muscle, the book 
against which the head had been pro- 
jected, and coolly reflect upon what I 
had seen —the slightest belief that it 
was supernatural, I should be compel- 
led, if called on in court, to swear that: 
I had seen what must be provisionally 
named a spectre. “If I stand here, I 
saw it!” E. C. B. 


THE BIRTHPLACE OF “GEORGE ELIOT.” 


As the traveller is whirled along over 
the great stretch of railway between Liv- 
erpool and London, he passes (about mid- 
way ) through Nuneaton, a busy little man- 
ufacturing town, situated in a most de- 
lightful and fruitful part of the “Garden 
Land.” About two miles from this town 
(which the gifted authoress has dubbed 
“Milby” in her Scenes of Clerical Life), 
on the broad smooth highway leading to 
the ancient and renowned city of Coven- 
try, stands the house where Marian Evans 
was born. It is a large brick building, 
surrounded by a well-stocked and pleas- 
ant garden, devoid of ornament, but high- 
ly suggestive of comfort and convenience 
—such a house as our forefathers used to 
build fifty years ago, when comfort was 
not sacrificed to appearance, and when 
the owner had more to do with the de- 
sign than the architect. 
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Robert Evans, the father of the re- 
nowned authoress, was bailiff to Lord 
Howe and to Sir Roger Newdigate—fa- 
ther of the present M. P. of that name, 
who is such an earnest champion of Prot- 
estantism as it is reflected in the Church 
of England, and who has made such earn- 
est but as yet fruitless endeavors to have 
a bill passed for the periodical visitation 
and inspection of the monastic and con- 
ventual institutions of Great Britian. Her 
brother, Isaac P. Evans, still occupies 
that responsible position, and resides in 
the old homestead. The country around 
Mrs. Lewes’s early home is rich in his- 
toric associations. Not far away is Bos- 
worth Field, and in another direction are 
the ruins of Astley Castle, within whose 
strong walls Lady Jane Grey passed a 
portion of her brief, chequered life. Near 
the castle stands— or stood —a tree in 
which her father, the duke of Suffolk, 
took refuge when pursued -by the emis- 
saries of the sanguinary queen. A small 
table used by him while concealed in the 
huge hollow trunk is still preserved. 

Thereare several very ancient churches 
in the vicinity of the residence where 
George Eliot passed her early days. The 
parish church of Nuneaton, to which she 
alludes in her Scenes of Clerical Life, is 
a grand structure, six hundred years old, 
with a massive embattled tower contain- 
ing a chime of eight melodious bells; and 
Coton (Shepperton) Church, which in her 
girlhood she attended with her parents, 
is perhaps still more ancient, as it is cer- 
tainly more weatherbeaten and venerable 
in appearance. The writer's parents have 
often seen the future authoress sitting in 
the antiquated, high-peaked family pew 
and taking part with grave attention in 
the service. 

In Atteborough, a village in the same 
neighborhood, there resided an eccentric 
character named Joe Liggens. He had 
received a university education, but, lack- 
ing application and industry, had chosen 
no pursuit in life, and passed his time in 
lounging around his native village and 
frequenting the tap-room of its alehouse, 
where, surrounded by an admiring crowd, 
he puffed away at his long pipe, remov- 
ing it from his lips only when he deigned 
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to express an opinion upon some subject 
of debate and give his open - mouthed 
hearers the benefit of his wisdom and 
erudition. When Scenes of Clerical Life 
first appeared in Blackwood’s Magazine, 
describing places and persons familiar 
to the villagers, they naturally wondered 
who the author could be, and decided at 
last that it could be no other than Joe 
Liggens. Had he not been to Oxford? 
Didn't he know Latin and all sorts of 
things? And wasn’t he acquainted with 
the scenes and personages described in 
the new book? No one else could be 
thought of combining these various and 
essential qualifications. When Joe was 
questioned on the subject he merely 
smiled and said nothing—the strongest 
confirmatory proof, and an exhibition of 
the modesty inherent in genius. In rec- 
ognition of the honor he had conferred 
upon his native place, a subscription was 
started for the impecunious Joe, and a 
goodly sum was on the point of being 
presented to him when the real name 
of “George Eliot’ was revealed, and Joe 
Liggens found himself treated as an im- 
postor by those who had thrust upon him 
undeserved honors. W. B. 


THE FATE OF SOUTH JERSEY. 


THE Camden and Atlantic, the Phila- 
delphia and Atlantic City, the New Jer- 
sey Southern, and some minor railroads, 
pass through portions of New Jersey long 
known as the “Jersey Barrens.” They 
are all new roads, comparatively speak- 
ing, but they have wonderfully stimu- 
lated the enterprise that has created so 
many flourishing villages that ten years 
ago had never been heard of. Vineland, 
the fairest and most flourishing village 
in the country, as well as the largest, is 
only about fifteen years old. Its popula- 
tion is six thousand. Forbidding-looking 
swamps, giving rise to swarming myriads 
of mosquitoes and to malaria through 
their dank, decaying vegetation, have 
been converted into flourishing cran- 
berry -meadows, and the dry land into 
fine vineyards and fruit-orchards sur- 
rounding homes of every grade of ele-— 
gance, from the simple vine - covered 
cottage to the costly villa with carefully- 
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kept evergreen hedges enclosing exqui- 
site lawns, statues, fountains and rare 
flowers. The extent of these hedges is 
estimated at seventy-five miles. 

But this prosperous reclamation of the 
waste lands of South Jersey has already 
received a check from an insidious but 
terrible enemy, destined to undo the la- 
bor of years unless promptly and wise- 
ly attacked. This enemy is drought, 
traceable directly to the destruction of 
the forests. Formerly, glass-manufac- 
turing companies established themselves 
in well-wooded regions, used the forests 
for their furnaces, and when these were 
exhausted migrated to new places to 
repeat the work of devastation. Then 
the settlers “cleared up” the land ex- 
tensively, and since the railroads have 
been built the burning of the woods 
along their routes by cinders from the 
locomotives has been terribly frequent, 
and often extensive. A conductor on 
the Camden and Atlantic stated last 
year that he had counted fifteen for- 
est-fires during one trip from Camden 
to the sea. 

Yet nothing is done to prevent these 


ever-recurring calamities. The citizens 
complain, mourn over the destruction, 
grumble at the railroads, and thank God 
when the fires are at a safe distance from 


their own homes. When personally 
threatened, they turn out, men, women 
and children, aided by terror-stricken 
and sympathizing neighbors, and “fight 
the fire’’ by felling trees and clearing 
away the inflammable matter in the path 
of the fire. Sometimes a whole neighbor- 
hood will struggle for days together with- 
out respite as only the desperate can. 
Many of these fires, it is said, are due to 
the wilful mischief of boys and others. 
Hundreds of acres are destroyed every 
year, Along the Camden and Atlantic 
almost every tract of woodland has been 
burned over once or more. 

The effect of the decrease of the rain- 
fall in South Jersey is already serious, 
The water-supply in Vineland, Ham- 
monton and other places is constantly 
lowering: all the wells except those that 
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were dug very deep at first have had to 
be lowered at least two feet. 

The most practical step at present to- 
ward arresting the destruction of wood- 
lands is no doubt the organization of 
forest-protecting and planting societies 
like those in Germany, which have now 
so far secured the aid of the legislative 
power that no landowner can cut down 
one of his own forest trees without the 
consent of the authorities. This seems 
like tyranny, but it is really that wisdom 
which recognizes the good of the whole 
community as paramount to any private 
consideration. M. H. 


THE SAFFAH COBBLESTONES. 


Le Devoir gives some interesting in- 
formation about the wonderful stones 
of Saffah, now on exhibition in the Asia 
Minor department of the Museum of the 
Louvre. This department has lately been 
reopened to the public, after being closed 
six months for internal improvements. 
Visitors pass before the cases contain- 
ing these ordinary-looking cobblestones, 
and wonder why they should be there in- 
stead of in the street, where they seem 
to belong. But these ordinary -looking 
stones are, in the eyes of scholars, among 
the most precious objects of history: they 
are covered with writings in some un- 
known, and even unheard-of, tongue. 
Some of the writing is fine, some coarse: 
sometimes the lines are straight, from 
right to left, and sometimes they wind 
about, like the trail of a serpent, in ev- 
ery direction. Saffah is a desert plain in 
Syria extending east from the lakes of 
Damascus, and a part of it is covered 
with these curious stones. Antiquaries 
like Renan, Ganneau, De Vogué, Wad- 
dington and Pierret are sorely puzzled 
over the writing on them, for the cha- 
racter resembles none that has yet been 
deciphered. They will not, however, 
abandon the task, for antiquaries are 
Patience personified; and we shall one 
day know the history, language, man- 
ners and customs of a race whose very 
existence up to the present time has not 
even been suspected. M. H. 





LITERATURE 


LITERATURE 


The Atlantic Islands as Resorts of Health 
and Pleasure. By S. G. W. Benjamin. 
New York: Harper & Brothers. 
Invalids and pleasure-seekers have here a 

guidebook to the summer and winter resorts 

of the North Atlantic, from the desolate rocks 
called the Magdalen Islands in the Gulf of 

St. Lawrence to the ever-bland. Madeira and 

the over-bright Bahamas. The varied com- 

pany of the isles embraces even Wight, where 

Cockney consumptives go to get out of the 

mist, and the Norman group consecrated to 

cream and Victor Hugo. ‘The author’s good 
descriptive powers are assisted by a number 
of drawings, many of which are finely done 
and well discriminate the local character 
of the different places, latitudes and circum- 
stances of life. He does not appear to be 
much of a valetudinarian himself, or he would 
hardly have been able to venture on and re- 
port for our benefit so wide a range of travel 
and experience; but his preference obviously 
is for the island most thoroughly tempered to 
the needs of an enfeebled constitution, and 
which welcomes most wooiigly those whose 
first craving is to keep alive—Madeira. Such 
of us as associate their earliest recollections 
of the name with the annual cask of wine 
will read with interest that though the wine, 
thanks to the oidium or some malady of that 
sort, is a thing of the past, the spot retains 
many other charms ample to justify a trip 
to its shores by a more roundabout way than 
the slow and direct or costly and circuitous 
routes laid down by Mr. Benjamin. Tene- 
riffe ranks -close to Madeira, and the Valley 
of Orotava, scooped out of the flank of the 
famous peak, is recommended as simply 
perfection for sufferers from ‘pulmonary 
complaints, rheumatism or neuralgia,” and 
beneficial even in Bright’s disease. The 
thermometer in this happy valley stops at 
fifty-eight degrees in winter, and averages 
from sixty-eight to seventy-two degrees in 
summer. Should you find this temperature 
too inclement, you can descend to the port 
at its mouth and luxuriate in a range of six- 
ty-four to eighty degrees. Where we write 
the figure at this moment is ninety degrees 
in the shade, and those semi-tropical out- 
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posts of the anciently-known world seem 
arctic. 

Bermuda, New York’s onion- and potato- 
garden, is presented to us in a less fasci- 
nating light, owing possibly, in part, to the 
fact that Mr. B. does not like onions, and 
was nearly stifled on his return by the odor 
of that nutritious esculent under battened 
hatchways. But he sees a great deal to 
delight sound travellers, and objects main- 
ly in behalf of the sick to the climate, 
which is only a modification of that of the 
continent, with an extra tempest or two 
thrown in. In protesting against the anti- 
quated mode of landing maintained by Ber- 
mudan conservatism, he thinks a more mod- 
ern, rational and convenient plan would be 
hooted down by the wharf-mob in the spirit 
of “ Demetrius the coppersmith.” We be- 


lieve the Ephesian was a maker of silver 
images, though Alexander may have been 
actuated by a like motive in opposing Paul’s 
proceedings as not good for trade. 


Speaking of landing-places, that of Colum- 
bus is transferred, in a notable note on the 
Bahamas, from Cat Island to Watling’s Isl- 
and. The former has no lake, as the latter 
has; and Columbus insists on a lake. He 
also went in one day with oars around the 
north end—a feat impossible in one case and 
easy in the other. Watling, for this and oth- 
er reasons dwelt on by English surveyors, is 
on the new maps rebaptized San Salvador, in 
rectification of euphony not less than of his- 
toric truth. If now equally succe$sful inquiry 
could be brought to bear on the identity of the 
Discoverer’s bones, claimed alike by Hayti 
and Cuba, it would be an additional com- 
fort to the lovers of fact. 

Steam-service is steadily growing more fre- 
quent, regular and expeditious, and the next 
generation of Americans will doubtless pack 
their portmanteaus as lightly for the Canaries, 
the Loffodens and the Galapagos as that now 
in being does for Appledore or Mount Des- 
ert. For individual health, relaxation or en- 
joyment, not more than for the general in- 
vigoration and well-being of the race, we 
need to be on easier terms with the sea. The 
old maritime spirit, so striking to the eyes of 
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Burke, seems to have died out from among 
us. If we are to have a brilliant and assured 
future, we must not look for it wholly to 
the land. It may not rise sheer, Britain- and 
Aphrodite-like, from the breast of ocean, but 
it must yet rest partly upon that most solid 
of supports, the ever-shifting wave. 


The Principles of Light and Color. By Ed- 
win D. Babbitt. New York: Babbitt & Co. 
Were we to open this book about the mid- 

dle we should be disposed to set it down, on 

the strength of its latter half, as a contribu- 
tion to the literature of the Pleasantonian (or 
blue-glass) school of natural philosophy. This 
impression would be humored by the bluish 
tint of the paper upon which it is printed. 

But an inspection of the entire work would 

show that it is something more comprehen- 

sive and ambitious, not to say more interest- 

ing and suggestive. It is the product of a 

bold and original, if not exactly close and 

systematic, thinker—one who, with a longer 
and severer experimental training in the fields 
he has chosen for exploration, would com- 
mand the respectful attention of leading sci- 
entific men. He begins with the reflection 
that, “in spite of the wonderful achievements 
of experimental scientists, no definite concep- 
tions of atomic machinery, or the fundament- 
al processes of thermal, electric, chemical, 
physiological or psychological action, have 
been attained.”? He proposes to remedy this 
failure, and to carry the natural sciences to 
their “basic principles.” He proceeds to 
speculate with great ingenuity on the nature 
of light, the form, relations and movements 
of atoms, the action of electricity upon them, 
the constitution of the atmosphere, mode of 
creation of the solar system, and the rationale 
of chemical affinity. From these lofty regions 
he stoops to his conclusion in the new science 
of “chromo-therapeutics.”” He undertakes 
to define ard explain the alleged effects upon 
mind, soul and body of all the colors of the 
spectrum. Among these colors he assigns 
the place of honor to blue, that tint emanat- 
ing from the frontal portion of the brain in 
rays visible to certain finely-organized indi- 
viduals, and being associated with the high- 
est intellectual faculties. Red belongs to the 
opposite pole of the cerebral sphere, and holds 
special relations with the grosser part of man’s 
abstract nature. In this mysterious region of 
inquiry he joins hands with some question- 
able allies, such as the Spiritualists, the phre- 
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nologists and the mesmerizers. The power 
of the clairvoyants he does not doubt. In- 
deed, he claims to have used it himself, and 
to have fattened on it, his present weight of 
one hundred and eighty pounds having been 
attained, he tells us, together with perfect 
health, by the judicious employment of “these 
subtler agencies.” One is tempted to ask, in 
view of such a result, why waste time on the 
color-cure when the mesmeric system succeeds 
so admirably ? 

Should we demur to these eccentricities 
of an enthusiastic savant, he would perhaps 
point us to similar excesses in some of the 
acknowledged lights of intellectual progress, 
and cite as a recent instance of the madness 
of too much learning the ascription, by the 
brilliant yet matter-of-fact and practical 
Tyndall, of almighty “potency” to matter. 
Of course we should reply that Tyndall was 
a sincere and earnest student, and not a char- 
latan or a fanatie; whereto our author might 
respond, and respond justly, in sharp dis- 
claimer of the latter brace of characters. He 
seems to be sincere: he can read and think, 
and does both, as the first part of his book, 
and much of the rest of it, show. He would 
have escaped the imputation we have sug- 
gested as not unapt to be cast upon him, se- 
cured a full hearing in a more respectable 
quarter, and gained higher aid in the devel- 
opment of his ideas, had he been less hasty 
in forming and stating some of his ultimate 
conclusions and the practical application of 
them. Many very able men who have pre- 
ceded him in scientific labor, and who do 
not believe that “the bowels will be aroused 
into animation” by the exhibition of “a small 
strip of yellow glass three inches in depth, 
bordered by its affinitive violet,” to the um- 
bilical region, or that “‘ Major Buckley de- 
veloped one hundred and forty-eight persons 
so that they could read sentences shut up in 
boxes or nuts,” would listen attentively to 
what he has to say on the anatomy of an 
atom, metachronism and “ chromatic aftrac- 
tion.” 


Around the World in the Yacht Sunbeam. 
By. Mrs. Brassey. New York: Henry 
Holt & Co. 

Some of the best books of travel we have 
had lately have been written by women. 
Their way of looking at new things, even 
if superficial—which is not by any means 
always a safe assumption—is pleasant and 





390 LITERATURE 
refreshing after the more sober, philosophic 
and blue-booky style of comment we are ac- 
customed to be favored with by observers of 
the other sex. Many valuable trivialities are 
lost by the effort to go deeper than the sur- 
face. The phases of life, manners and sce- 
nery which strike one in a rapid tour are 
perhaps most instructive, and certainly most 
entertaining, when reproduced just as they 
appear. The light female touch, which re- 
volts at figures and documents, is well suited 
to that work, if work it can be called. The 
male traveller, we know, does much of his 
research when he gets home, keeping up, 
however, with a view to that end, a solemn- 
ly didactic frame of mind all the time he is 
abroad. He is thus apt to give us less of 
what he sees than of what he thinks—an 
error into which a woman is less prone to 
fall. She is less critical, less ashamed of 
being startled and pleased, and more frank 
and naive in her confessior of it. She re- 


sembles in this respect the delightful voy- 
agers of the Middle Ages—the Polos, Batu- 
tas and Mandevilles—who were too much 
occupied with the novelty of everything they 
saw to bore us with their opinions, and who 
were untrammelled by the slightest idea of 
publishing a résumé of political, religious or 


economic conclusions when they got home. 
What an infinitesimal proportion of us un- 
derstand even our own country! Why, then, 
obscure and flatten our impressions of foreign 
lands by supposing, and preparing to make 
others believe, that we can understand them 
after a cursory study of a few weeks or 
months ? 

Mrs. Brassey is not a literary woman. She 
has no “ mission,’”’ and makes no pretensions 
to culture. She simply chronicles a tour made 
in her husband’s yacht, accompanied by two 
or three young children and as many friends. 
But she has good sense, good temper and 
character, and what she writes fully justifies 
her husband’s prefatory statement, that “the 
voyage would not have been undertaken, and 
assuredly it would never have been com- 
pleted, without the impulse derived from 
her perseverance and determination.” Un- 
prepared by special study, and quite devoid 
of science, she yet notes well, and interests 
us in, the animals, plants, human occupants 
and natural phenomena generally of the coun- 
tries visited. And without any command or 
affectation of imagery or fine language she is 
very graphic in her descriptions of sea and 
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shore. Her account of a visit to the great 
Hawaian volcano is one of the best we have 
ever read, being simple, terse and vivid, with- 
out the overloading with detail that spoils so 
many of the pen-pictures of the day. 

The trip was made in eleven months of 
1876-77. The route lay from Chatham to 
Madeira, Rio, the river Plate, Valparaiso 
(through the Straits of Magellan), the So- 
ciety. and Sandwich Islands, Yokohama, 
Hong-Kong, Singapore, Ceylon, Aden, 
Alexandria, Malta, and so on back to Eng- 
land. It thus threaded a large part of the 
tropical world, and we are led to perceive 
a greater variety in tropical life and scenery 
than we are in the habit of realizing. The 
rapidity of movement facilitated this, as it 
brought the different points more closely to- 
gether, and made what there was of contrast 
more striking. Not that the movements of 
the party were uniformly hurried either, for 
weeks were spent in Rio, the Pampas, Chili 
and Japan, and sufficient stoppages made at 
many other places. The slow passage through 
the stormy Straits makes us acquainted with 
the savages of the Land of Fire and their 
picturesque country, decidedly more damp 
than fiery. Japan was reached in the season 
of ice and snow, and the author, wrapped in 
furs and ulsters, was puzzled by the native 
contempt of the thermometer as shown in 
their wooden-walled houses with paper par- 
titions and the popular passion for the light- 
est possible raiment. We join in her amaze- 
ment at the proceedings, on a frosty morning, 
of the propellers of her sexrishka—or, as it is 
punningly termed, pu//-man-car—who, com- 
pelled by law to wear their clothes in town, de- 
liberately stopped when they struck the coun- 
try and divested themselves of almost the last 
stitch—a performance paralleled in the oppo- 
site hemisphere by a party of Fuegians, man, 
wife and son, who came off in a canoe to trade, 
and stripped themselves utterly of their one 
garment of fine sea-otter skins in exchange 
for beads and tobacco. The author seems to 
have armed herself against surprises of this 
and all other kinds, and to have set out pre- 
pared to accept outlandish ways as they came, 
and look on the bright and reasonable side 
of everything. She manifests no national 
prejudice, whether against savage or civil- 
ized people, and commends frankly Amer- 
ican carriages, railways, tramways, calicoes 
and canned fruits wherever she meets them; 
and that is, for one or another item of the 
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list, nearly everywhere. Our manufacturers . 


will read with interest the compliments re- 
corded as paid by their customers, actual 
and possible, in the Pacific and Indian Oceans 
to the superior merit of their fabrics as com- 
pared with those of Manchester. 

Altogether, should Mrs. Brassey’s yacht be 
ready for another circumnavigation before 
ours, we do not know that we should refuse 
the offer of a spare berth. 


Art-Education. A Lecture by General Wil- 
liam Birney. Delivered February 6, 1878, 
before the Washington Art-Club. Wash- 
ington: Art-Club. 

This brochure is mainly a sketch of the 
consequences to industrial art of the Eng- 
lish Exhibition of 1851, or a consideration 
of the fruits of the South Kensington Art- 
School. The humiliation of England in 
that Exhibition is well known, and the way 
in which she profited by the bitter lesson is 
full of instruction to this country. Thought- 
ful Americans, whether directly concerned in 
the welfare of laboring men or not, remem- 
ber uneasily the troubles of last year, listen 
with compassion to whatever sounds of dis- 
tress come from the assemblies of those who 
call themselves “ workingmen,” and look 
with anxiety for evidence of returning pros- 
perity and contentment. All Americans worth 
mentioning are workers and are in sympathy 
with labor. If any “ workingmen” think 
that there is a large or powerful class in this 
country opposed to the interests of labor, they 
should at once dismiss the notion, and look 
further for the cause of their troubles. Con- 
siderate people see that the “ workingmen”’ 
should take a wider view of their situation 
than most of them seem to do; that they 
should look above and beyond the ranks of 
partisans for the light they need; that they 
should listen to those who will discuss their 
problem with the coolness, the disinterested- 
ness, the unhesitating honesty which charac- 
terize the leading scientists of the day in other 
fields of inquiry. Such are the speakers and 
writers they should invite to their assistance. 
Instead of wasting their breath in expres- 
sions of self-admiration, in threadbare plati- 
tudes about the nobility and rights of labor, 
in appeals to the omnipresent politician, in 
complaints against labor-saving machinery, 
in talk about the Eight-Hour law, it would 
be more encouraging if they would try to 
supplant foreign workmen by simply excel- 





ling them in workmanship, and try to- find 
employment by the creation of new indus- 
tries. Higher education in industrial art is 
the stepping-stone to this. 

As the depression is the result of a com- 
bination of causes, it is not. probable that a 
panacea exists. Complete restoration will 
come from several remedies, each having 


its due effect in its own time and place. But 


perhaps the most potent of all, one indispen- 
sable to thorough and lasting prosperity, is 
thus revealed by General Birney: 

“ Although the United States has not hith- 
erto directed her attention to art, her man- 
ifest destiny is to do so. The necessity of 
events will compel it. We have entered upon 
a long peace, in which we shall have to com- 
pete with civilized nations for the supply of 
the markets of the world. A population of 
forty millions cannot exist in comfort when 
they sell to the world nothing but agricul- 
tural implements, sewing - machines, revol- 
vers, clocks, corn, cheese and cheap cottons, 
and buy everything else from it. The end 
of that course must be national ruin. 

“For self-preservation, we must manufac- 
ture: we must have skilled labor. The rapid 
increase of scientific knowledge makes art a 
necessity. As science throws men out of 
employ, art must provide employment. The 
scientist and artist must walk hand in hand. 
The invention of labor-saving machinery for 
the farmer, enabling one man to do the work 
which formerly required ten, is rapidly dri- 
ving men from the country to the cities. The 
invention of other machinery is rapidly throw- 
ing large numbers of workmen out of employ. 
Political causes are adding to this evil. How 
to put the unemployed millions to work is the 
problem of the day. The salvation of the 
country depends upon its solution. The na- 
tion stands before each public man demand- 
ing that he shall read the riddle or be de- 
stroyed. 

“One of the helps to a solution, if not a 
solution, is the introduction of skilled labor. 
It takes but a few men to fashion a ton of 
iron into bars, but a thousand are not too 
many to work it into watch-springs. Five 
men can make all the coarse pottery used in 
this District: it takes five hundred to make 
its decorated ware and porcelain. Rough 
hand-labor is being superseded by machi- 
nery. But the demand is greater than ever 
before for skilled labor, both to manage the 
machinery and to take the product where 
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machinery has left it and fashion it into 
value by the art of the decorator. Such a 
workman plies his handiwork at his own 
house, teaching his sons the secrets of his 
trade. He is the necessary coadjutor of the ma- 
chine-owner, and has no need to resort to the 
brutal methods of Molly Maguires and trades- 
unions to get a fair reward for his labor. Let 
demagogues rant about our danger from com- 
petition with the pauper labor of Europe! 
We never were, and never will be, injured 
by that. What we should fear is the skill- 
ed labor of well-paid, cultured and educated 
artisans.” 

The French, who won so easy a victory 
over the English in 1851 in the manufac- 
ture of whatever directly augments the lux- 
ury and elegance of life, now fear that Eng- 
land will overcome France on her own 
ground. An able Parisian, criticising the 
Exhibition of 1878, and acknowledging the 
facts it reveals, asks the French government 
to send, at the public expense, a hundred work- 
men every year to Great Britain as a means 
of keeping French artisans abreast of British 
and holding their own in the markets. Ours 
is not a paternal government. If it should 
send a hundred men to England, half of 
them’ might be political bummers, whose 
chief study would be, not how to learn to work 
for the benefit of their countrymen, but how 
to live without work. The American peo- 
ple are as individuals supposed to take care 
of their own business. Do our trades-unions 
and labor-clubs and workingmen’s associa- 
tions send a hundred picked men abroad 
every year for study and practice? Are they 
too conceited or ignorant to realize what most 
concerns them? Thousands of foreign sub- 
jects are earning money from us, while 
thousands of our countrymen are suffering. 
This is not the fault of those foreign work- 
men, nor of the American purchasers of their 
artistic work, nor of our government. It is 
in a great degree because Americans have 
not the skill and taste to take up material 
where machinery leaves it, and lay it down 
beautified by the touch of real art. An “ap- 
peal to the ballot-box,” the sovereign rem- 
edy of a true American for every ill; the 
enactment that two and two shall make five, 
which is about what the Eight-Hour law 
amounts to; the declaration by statute that 
so much of one metal shall equal so much of 
another metal,—has there not been enough 
of this? Would not a few hundred well- 
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educated emissaries of our trades-unions and 
labor associations kept in the technical schools 
and workshops abroad be of rather more val- 
ue? ‘How many of the graduates of the 
South Kensington Art-School, and artisans 
whose ability is traceable to it, might have 
been induced to try here the fine work which | 
now, in England, is making the French trem- 
ble for their laurels, by a judicious use of the 
money which public halls, meetings, brass 
bands, processions, delegations, disturb- 
ances, transparencies, lobbyists, blather- 
skites and strikes have cost the ‘ working- 
men’ of America?” 
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